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Around Town. 


While sometimes unduly critical of church 
methods in matters in which perhaps they are 
better able to judge than I am, it seems to me 
that they assume to be able to do too much 
in the direction of amusing and educating 
their adherents. The theaters may be a bad 
thing. Unless theaters are properly managed 
and good and elevating morais taught there, 
they are-certainly bad; but it is a fact that they 
would be much better than they are, if instead 
of practically forbidding their membership to 
attend theatrical performances, the churches 
endeavored to purify and uplift a certain sec- 
tion of what we may call theatricals, and 
thereby use it as an educational institution. 
Aclergyman in Hamilton has denounced the 
performance of Ben Hur undertaken there for 
a charitable object. No one who has read the 
book, and I understand it is admitted to all 
Sunday school libraries, can fail to have been 
benefited by reading this remarkably clever 
story of the life and times of Christ. If this 
be so, how can an audience be injured by see- 
ing a representation of it? Is not prejudice 
being imported into this matter? I know I 
have a better idea, a clearer conception of the 
mission of Christ and of the sacrifice that he 
made since I read General Lew Wallace’s book. 
If I had had time I shou'd have seen the play 
presented. Surely that could not have injured 
me. The parts were taken in Toronto by 
amateurs who cannot be condemned as “ un- 
clean professionals.” Now just where can the 

damage be done? It may be eaid that a 
taste for theatrical exhibitions mey be 
created in the minds of those who attend. 
If this be so, then let the good influences 
supply something with which to satisfy that 
taste and keep the young and unsophisticated 
from frequenting theaters where damage may 
be done to their morals. If there be a public 
taste for such things and the church finds it- 
self unable to satisfy it by concerts and lec- 
tures, it is much better to allow respectab’e 
and well intentioned performances to take 
place than to withdraw all countenance from 
dramatic representations of every kind and 
leave church members and their families to 
surreptitiously seek to gratify a not unnatural 


taste. 
J 


7. * 

A pathetic exhibition of marital infelicity 
wai made in the police court a week ago. A 
demented wife carrying a little baby had been 
found wandering up and down the streets and 
asking passers-by if they had seen her husband, 
It appears they had lived unhappily together 
almost from the beginuing of their domestic 
partnership, and he with his elder child quietly 
retired from the scene of unhappiness, leaving 
his wife sufficiently provided for in the mear- 
time, 


* 
oS 


The newspapers say that their squabbles had 
been frequent and disturbing. The question 
suggests itself to me if married people 
who have rows can cure this habit of raic- 
ing Cain with one another, and if the 
intervals between these outbreaks of temper 
are really happy ones. One has very litt!e ma- 
terial by which to judge of such matters. Ob- 
servation is limited tothe circle of our acquaint 
ances and the scenes which may occur in pub- 
lic or amongst the people with whom we may 
have lodged. It seems to me that a man and 
his wife who squabble must either quit it or 
expect unhappiness— permanent, cankering un- 
happiness to be the result. Of course there is 
scarcely ever a family so well assorted, so even- 
tempered, so considerate that a disturbance 
cannot arise; occasionally tempests gather, 
once perhaps in a lifetime there may be a 
cyclone, and yet marital happiness may escape 
wreck. It seems reasonable to believe that 
married couples who love very intensely and 
are greatly bound up in one another, can 
hardly escape the intensity of themselves. The 
world turns on its axis with great smoothness 
and velocity, but the people who live on its 
storm-beaten surface find a friction that 
makes heat and irritation a portion of the ex- 
perience they must expect. If home could be 
an undisturbed heaven, a place in which no 
fractious or rebellious child made unhappy the 
heart of father and mother, if it were a place 
in which the tired wage-earner or worried mer- 
chant or harassed professional man could 
breathe a sigh of relief and forget what had been 
miking him miserable, there wculd be more 
home life than thereis. But every class drags 
to a greater or less extent its outside influences 
into the home. Bus'ness, industrial, profes- 
Sional storms cannct rage without influencing 
the domestic barometer. Then, too, the wife 
and mother has her trials and may be pos- 
sessed of considerable temper, and when it has 
been worked up by fractious servants or the 
accidents of domestic toil, when the husband 
and father comes in, the clouds are not likely to 
x0 away all at once; the smell of suds and the 
odor of ironing will not all pour out of the door 
when the man of the house enters, nor will the 
delicately turned sarcasms, the sneers and the 
little bickerings of the drawing-room secrete 
themselves in the coal hole or fly up the 
chimney when milady meets milord at his 
home-coming,. 


* 
* * 


If there are disturbing influences, and pre- 
Suming that no one’s nature is so thoroughly 
well adjusted as to be unaffected by what ordin- 
arly causes storm signals to be put up, we 
must believe that instances are rare where 
mareied folk do not go through some hard sieges. 
It is where these rows and vulgar exhibitions 
of bad breeding and ill temper are frequent, 
where the daily atmosphere is one of disturb- 
ance, distrust and fault-finding that we may 
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expect distracting unhappiness, perpetual 
misery. In the fairest of all sweet lands there 
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The Tclegram is undecided and probably will | vested in the prosperity of Toronto and On- 


be until its decision is too late to be of any |! tario 


are some storms, but we do not judge the land | good to the city. 


by the cyc'one, the hot wind that scorches for a 
day the very life of those who live there. There 
are regions of perpetual winter where the sun 
shines with warmth never, where green trees 
and bright fields and the softening and beauti- 
fying tints of summer landscape are never 
seen. In a domestic life of the latter type 
nothing happens that gets people into the 
police court, but those who live that way are 
icebergs and their days must be joyless and 
their nights devoid of hallowing peace. Then 
again, there are climes where storms seem 
almost perpetual and wreck and destruction 
aod simoons and hot winds from deserts 
and the belching forth of volcanoes are almost 
every day incidents. It seems to me soin the 
domestic affairs of some peaple and I am sorry, 
for them. 
* 5 * 

One caz not help feeling sorry for the woman 
who with a baby in her arms and a great chok- 
ing sob in her voice goes about asking for 
Will.” We at once think what an infernal 
scoundrel this man must be to have left a wife 
who loves him so well that his disappearance 
even for a day turns her brain, yet that very 
intensity which makes it impossible for her to 
live without him may have made it impossible 
for him to live with her. Their cays of domestic 
peace may have been as glorious as the little 
valley where palms shadow the luxuriant foliage 
of bush and flower, but the storm cloud always 
seems to hang overhead. They may enjoy in 


a 

an hour, in a day of peave, more than we quiet 
folk have in weeks disturbed by nothing but 
an overdone steak or a badly fitting collar, yet 
I would prefer to have a quiet life and believe 
itis better worth while demanding but little 
if little be demanded from me, than to clamor 
for so much and be met by exorbitant demands 
in reply. Happiness may furnish a pretty fair 
average to everybody, but I would rather have 
my bread buttered thin than to eat it dry and 
butterless for three hundred and sixty days out 
of the year in order to have it buttered an inch 
thick on each side for the other five. 

When married people begin to have rows in 
public we know that there must be a reforma- 
tion or rupture in the near future. The possi- 
bilities are all in favor of the rupture. No 
matter whether they are cultured or ignorant, 
neither married people nor single people can 
survive that loss of self-respect entailed by 
glaring sins against good form, as it is generally 
called, or conventional decency—it matters not 
which word we use, the meaning 1s the same. 
If we are prepared to wash our family linen in 
public—that means evenin the presence of a 
single outsider—privacy and all the beautiful 
little tints and halos that belong to the loving 
kindness of a home, depart at onve, and we have 
instead a whir!pool of angry recrimination into 
which we slip whenever we push ont an oar's 
length from shore, 


* *# 

In a column of editorial the Mail tries to 
prove that it doesn't matter who is mayor ; it 
then nominates Alderman McDougall | 

. 


The News has also proven to its own satisfac- 
tion that the office of mayor should be purely 
ornamental, The terms for procuring its ser- 
vices to help elect the ornament can no doubt 
be obtained at the office. 


” 
* * 


The Empire is evidently unprepared to make 
up its mind or to offer any ideas, and the Globe 
is apparently waiting to see what party 
exigencies may demand of it. 


* * 
The world is but a bubble, 
There's nothing here below 
But toil and sin and trouble, 
No matter where we go. 
7. 2 * 

When the daily press of a city is so strongly 
impregnated with the idea that it doesn’t mat- 
ter who is mayor or who become aldermen, 
when all their force is apparently reserved 
with an idea of strengthening the adver- 
tising canvasser who is to solicit maycr- 
alty and aldermanic cards, it is no 
wonder that the average voter—what a world 
of misgovernment we heap upon the devoted 
head of the ‘‘ average voter! ”--is much more 
impressed by the time and trouble it takes to 
go to the polls than heis by the trouble and 
high taxes which may be caused by his thought- 
lessness and inattention to public duties. Of 
cour:e the newspapers state in stentorian tones 
that we must have good aldermen and ought 
if possible to have a good mayor. After in- 
dulging in these large generalities they retire 
from the business and let men who think they 
are good and capable select themselves. They 
offer no advice tothe people as to who these 


enterprises. They are not a lot 
of sharks living off the community! Was 
it not the Board of Trade that prim- 
arily ‘interested itself in obtaining tte 
railway facilities that have made Toronto what 
itis? Can, indeed, any commercial enterprise 
be started in this city the majority of the 
directors of which are not likely to be Board of 
Trade men? Why should there be this preju- 
dice against the organized merchants, manu- 
facturers and business men of this city? Have 
they not recently put up one of the handsomest 
structures in Toronto? Has not the whole 
tendency of their work been to make Toronto 
great? Demagogues may go about saying that 
the Board of Trade is made up of a lot of 
gamblers in wheat and speculators in pork. 
This is rubbish. In the whole membership 
there are not fifty speculators of any sort, that 
is to say, men who have no legitimate and 
beneficial business outside of cccasional trans- 
actions in the wheat pit. Who are those who 
do the buying and selling in the rotunda? 
They are millers and shippers. The Toronto 
Board of Trade is vastly different to the 
stock exchanges and gambling centers of the 
United States. Transactions on margins are a 
rarity, not the rule. Of the large membership 
of the Board of Trade there are probably not 
over a hundred men who see the rotunda once 
in five years. The Toronto Board of Trade 
isan organization of the manufacturers, the 
producers, the merchants. the shippers of 
Toronto, yet small minded newspapers and 


Unknowns may be, and it is the very insiznifi- | down-at-the-heel politicians yowl like a pack 
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cance and inutility of the men who escape 
public criticism which enables them to obtain 
office. 
ee 

No doubt mistakes have been made in the 
past by the advocates of certain men and mea- 
sures, but if it cannot be shown that the news- 
papers were insincere, or that,indeed,they were 
not genuinely interested in municipal affairs 
and believing themselves to be possessed of 
an idea and a good candidate did their best for 
him for Toronto's good, their partizanship is 
not only excusable but is to their credit. 
Burke said that what he feared was not the 
day of judgment, but the day of no judgment, 
or something to that effect. What we have to 
fear in Toronto is not the judgment of the 
newspapers, but their lack of judgment, or 
rather the sug pressing ot their judgment lest 
their advertising columns may be affected. 

* « 

How dces it sound for a newspaper to revile 
a respectable portion of the citizens, who 
thought they had a right to gather together 
and express their preference as to a mayoralty 
candidate, by calling them a kid-gloved and 
silk-stcckinged outfit. If they wear kid gloves 
and silk stockings and have paid for them, or 
if they wear silk gloves and kid stockings what 
difference does it make? They neither ob- 
truded their underwear nor their general ral- 
ment upon the public eye, nor was there any 
manifestation of dudishness or ‘* capitalistic” 
prejudice in what they said or did. They re- 
spect the workirgman just as much as the 
News does, and the workingman rcspects them 
just as much as he can respect an‘opinionless 
newspaper, There is no institution in Toronto 
that depends so much on the commercial pros- 
perity of the city as the Board of Trade, which 
numters in its membership upwards of a thou. 
sand of those who have their every dollar in- 


of coyotes whenever the Board of Trade is 
mentioned, When a movement is on foot 
to benefit the city, to pay for specialists to 
examine plans for civic improvement, where 
is the hat passed around but amongst the 
members of the Board of Trade? Who in this 
city give up their money as largely and as 
freely as the members of this same Board of 
Trade? Yet rewspapers that live on their 
advertisements and but obtain their subscrip- 
tion list by pandering to prejudices, ridicule 
the members of the Board of Trade as 
kid-gloved and _ silk stockinged dudes! 
Why, bless my heart, the members of 
that organ‘zation are the best democrats in 
the city. They are no respecters of persons, 
and ninety-five per cent. of them earned their 
first dollars either on a farm or in a factory. 
It is this contemptible tendency to set class 
against class in Toronto that makes bad civic 
government not only a probability but seem- 
ingly a part of the inevitable. 
o 
* a 

In the next place, it was not at a Board of 
Trade meeting but at a meeting of a number 
of business men in a room in the Board cf 
Trade building, open for public rental, which 
resulted in the nomination of Mr. E. B, 
Osler. He may not be the right man for 
mayor. If he is not, there is no reason 
why the fact, cannot be made p’ain without 
attacking those who with the best possible ir- 
tention brought him forward, an unwilling 
candidate, who msde the greatest possible 
sacrifice in a'cepting. If asaC. P. R. director 
he is unfit to be mayor of Toronto, let it be so 
proven. Montreal never hada better mayor 
than Premier Abbott was, though he was a 
director and the legal adviser of the C, P. R. 
When the Citizens’ Association was making a 
righteous fight against C, P. R. aggression, the 
newspaper now most horrified at the thought 
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of aC. P. R. director being mayor of Toronto 
was the champion of C. P. R. interests and the 
defender of a mayor and council that were 
sacrificing city interests in order to conciliate 
this corporation. The fight is all over; the 
settlement is made and now to cover a partizan- 
ship which was disastrous to the city, the same 
newspaper is inexpressibly shocked to think 
that anyone interested in this great Canadian 
corporation should at the same time be mayor 
of this city. The whole scheme, as usual, is be- 
ing worked in favor of the nonentity. The 
man who has been successful at nothing, who 
has been read out of politics, who has been 
scarcely able to make ends meet in his 
profession or who has for the first 
time enjoyed anything like affluence by 
making politics a business —these are 
the men who find newspaper advocates, 
whi'e a man like Mr. Osler. who by im- 
meuse force of character and an aggressive 
intentness of purpose has achieved suc- 
cess for himself and those allied with him, is 
cons:dered unfit to be suggested by the busi- 
ness community as a proper man for the chief 
ex(cutive position, It isto be hoped that Mr. 
Osler’s friends thoroughly understand the 
littleness of the opposition to him. Upwards 
of twothou:and people did not invite him to 
become a candidate without desiring him to be 
elected and believing such a result likely. 
Those making these petty cries will weary 
themselves and the public long before the elec- 
tion takes place. 
os 

Wher we hear of snow and frost appearing 
in Great Britain and Europe at an unusually 
early period, or when as during last winter great 
severity of weather was reported in the coun- 
tries where a milder climate is usua),we have no 
idea of the immense amount of suffering which 
results. In those countiies no adequate p:o- 
vision has been made for warming the houses. 
A grate fire is expected to make a suite of 
rooms comfortable even in the homes of the 
rich, while the poor can provide nothing tut a 
few pieces of coal in a roaring and leaking 
fireplace desigred for cooking simple food 
rather than heating the draughty rooms. 
It is amusing for an Anerican or Cana- 
dian to see the stoves which more than ever 
before came into vogue in Europe during last 
winter—great big affairs built of tile and many 
of them eight cr nine feet high, in which a 
man could secrete himself quite easily. A fire 
put in one of these things makes just about as 
much impression on acold room as if it were 
built out inthestreet. Yetit isthus that the mil- 
lions of people across the Atlantic try to warm 
themselves when they have a ‘cold snap” 
such as we occasionally mention to one another 
when we meet on the street. Cold is nothing 
in America because we have made prepara- 
tions for it. In Europe any such severity 
brings chill and desolation to millions who are 
unprepared for it and whose scanty neans 
make preparation or prevention impossible. 

os 

Poor Mrs. Parnell! Since her hustard’s 
death she has been gradually sinking and 
it is now feared that she will not live. What 
a pitiable example it is of that unphilosophic 
condition which leads us to stake our all on 
the uncertain cast of the dice of Fate. The 
thorougt ly well balanced mind—and it is pre- 
sumable that this fine mental poise is occas ion- 
ally to be found—cannot be disturbed from its 
application of rules and system to its smallest 
movement. The man who is thus fortunately 
balanced understands that he should not marry 
without loving the woman who is to beccme 
his wife, yet is able to socarefully place his 
affections that moderate though sufficient love 
is accompanied by a very comfortable dowry. 
The woman of the same sort looks for a good 
husband and an ample establishment and very 
often finds both. Less fortunately balanced 
people marry for love and live in poverty long 
after love has flown in the traditional manner 
from the hearth where hunger has made senti- 
mentality impossible. Others love the un- 
attainable and die unloved. Still others mis- 
take passion for something more enduring and 
are left in misery standing in loneliness over 
the ashes of a fire that has burned itself out. 
Understanding then how apt people are to be 
unwise and how often unselfishness and un 
wisdom go together, we can perhaps spare 
a little sorrow for this poor woman who had 
so much to do with the ruin of a great man. 
Poor Kitty O'Shea! In the Isneliness of her 
room, through which must flit the phantoms 
of her deai past, she has certainly learned that 
the way of the transgressor is not easy. 


* 
* 


A friend of mine used to say that he would 
rather bea very p.etty woman with ordinary 
talents than a very smart man. As a rule 
pretty women are not clever enough to utilize 
the tremendous power of their dangerous gift. 
A really beautiful woman with a good set of 
nerves and a reasonably bright intellect can 
accomplish almost anything, and no matter 
how she may plot and how ruinous her wiles 
may be to mankind, sympathy is always with 
her. Tearsin her b ight eyes are pearls that 
purchase liberty, and are like great millstones 
about the neck of the man who daresto risk 
the accusation of causing this fair creature to 
weep. Beautiful women may be good women ; 
good women certainly have a beauty of their 
own, but the tendency of the world isto en- 
throne beauty rather than virtue and pity ‘tis, 
*tis true, that as arule beauty cannot stand 
enthroning or the worshipful attitude that the 
weaklings of the earth assume towards the un- 
usually bewitching woman. It is very easy to 
weave romances and let them float like a halo 
about the face of beauty! It seems easy to 
imagine that a pretty woman is a good woman, 
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and even if we haven't seen her and a friend 
tells us about her, the color of her eyes and the 
beauty of her face and the shapeliness of her 
figure, we at once become anxious to see 
her. Extended beyond this idea, is the 
pretty woman who gets newspaper notoriety. 
What is chivalric in mankind becomes inter- 
ested, and though the facts are as a cloud of 
witnesses against her, yet that she is beautiful 
or that she sobs in court or clasps her pretty 
hands or faints and falls against the shoulder 
of her lawyer, these things interest us anda 
certain portion of mankind at once presumes 
that she is being abused. I am always dread- 
fully afraid of the woman who has the faculty 
ot making the balance of the world think she 
is abused. The pretty wife that wears the air 


his friends are not running for office in New 
England, but in this allied nation of Old Eng- 
land. Of course the visit of a Canadian states- 
man so highly regarded as the Hon. Mr. 
Laurier may do something to attract attention 
to Canadian questions in the United States, 
but the boodlers in his ample retinue cannot 
but have detracted from kis influence and 
must indeed have made the whole entourage 
seem more or less absurd. 


* - 

The Globe candidly admits that ,the relations 
between French and English-speaking Canada 
are becoming strained. Of course it holds that 
since the death of Sir John A. Macdonald, 
Torydom has been inclined to turn up its nose 
at the FrenchCanadian members of Parlia- 
ment whose cash and political value they know 







































pink; Miss Janes, mauve chiffon, and 
Miss Louie Janes, cream with tiny knots 
of blue flowers and blue ribbons, Space 
fails me to mention the scores of other pretty 
toilettes which passed and repassed. The 
rooms were just rightly filled without c:owd- 
ing, and needless to chronicle, the gallant red- 
coats kept up their reputation of last winter, 
as perfect and courteous hosts. The new stair- 
case was appreciated by those who ascended 
and descended to the supper rooms, and uni- 
versal comfort and enjoyment crowfied this 
social opening of the season. 

The list of guests is as follows: The Misses 
Armour, Mr. A. J. Arnold, Mr. Rudyard and 
the Misses Boulton, Mr. and Mrs. W. H. 
Brouse, Capt. Baldwin, 2nd Regiment Cavalry, 


by Rev. Septimus Jones, M. A. Miss Lulu 
Silliman, sister of the bride, assisted as brides- 
maid, and Mr. Frank C. Penfold, brother of the 
groom, as best man. None but the two families 
interested were present, owing to the late be- 
reavement in the bride’s family. 

a 


Mr. and Mrs. A, R. Capreol have returned 
from their wedding trip. Mrs. Capreol will 
receive at,58 St. George street on Monday, 
Tuesday and Wednesday of next week. 

* 


A large number of visitors is expected at 
the Swiss Cafe Chantant, in aid of the Victoria 
Home, on Tuesday, at Ossington Hall, 220 Dun- 
das street. It is easily reached by either the 
College or Brockton cars. Pretty girls in pretty 
dresses, dispensing coffee and ice creams, will 
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|Special Shades in Swede Mousquitaire 


Evening Gloves, all lengths. 





Derby Glovas for Fall Wear in all Colors 


Ladies 5 and 7 Hook Lacing Gloves in 
Every Shade 


Lined Gloves, Mitts and Driving Gloves 





P. D. Corsets and R. & G. Corsets 
to Suit All Figures . 
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and corn color; Miss M. Gooderham, pale 
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Bs the household and strikes death into the hand | the balm of personal bribes. Cawthra, Miss Cawthra, Mr., Mra. and Miss Mr. E. W. Sandys of Outing, New York EOPLE who have Steck Pianos brunett 
2 that would caress it. Perhaps there are not #" Dyas, Mr. T. Dyas, Mr. and Mrs. Henry Dug: spent Thursday in the city on hie netent om P onder why it is that w which v 
# many Mrs. Maybricks who are willing to The killing of the poor man Capp, dragged to | gan, Capt. and Mrs. Jobn I. Davidson, Mr. the Week, Ms. Beaikes han bom svtendiant the wonder why it is that when they : 
Fy prison their husbands with a deadly drug, but | death while trying to stop a runaway team, Casimir Dickson, G. G. B. G., Miss Dun-| g.iq inthe in. Kent. and .aleo sarin ee an essay to play on other pianos they fail The * 
there are far too many of them who poison | suggests a few words about the reckless man- | bar, Lieutenant-Colonel Dawson, R.G., Mrs. spects to gll the seasendhia ae ae that || to get the same effect in tone. The rea- ia 
in lives and bring about torture a thousandfo'd | ner in which some of the employees of the | and Miss Dawson, the Misses Despard, Mr. H. | jo-ality was " eae an eng: 
7 more agon‘zing than the convulsions of phy- | Electric Lighting Company let down the lamps | A. Drummond, Capt. Eliot, R. G., and Mrs. ; * son is that the touch of no other piano enamele 
Li sical death. Yet as long as the world lasts the | when cleaning or putting them in repair. Sev- | Eliot, Mr. and Mrs. Everett, Mr. Kelly Evans, Mrs. Philip Drayton of Bloor street east is so quick to speak —the tone of no othe: shaft, a1 
ii romanticism of men will offer inducements to | eral times on Yonge street one of these lamps | Mr. J. F. Edgar, Mr. and Mrs. John Foy, Miss | gives a tea this afternoon. nats on tilt of ee shetie gweetitess 1 bowl of 
es beautiful and dangerous women to run the has come down with arush within a very few | Fraser, Miss Foy, Mr. W. J. Fleury, Mr. and . e or _ mane fn y — a ei ene eee 3 the app 
He world on the old-fashioned plan pursued by | feet of my head, and one evening while driving | Mrs. J. Kerr Fisken, Mr. and Mrs, A, Foy, the Mrs. Nordheimer entertained a number of the Steck. The Steck Pianos are posi- intertwi 
ae Delilah. on Jarvis street one came smashing through | Misses Ferguson, Mr. and Mrs. Albert Gooder- friends at dinner on Monday evening. tively unrivalled in the world to-day for are engr 
é a the canopy top of the wagonnette which con- | ham, the Misses Gooderham, Mr. and Mrs. 5 “a ads : : 
y The bi-chloride of gold as a cure for drunk- | tained myself and family. The canopy was torn | George H. Gooderham, Capt. Gibson, R G., and we nea oo, sey thelr third At Home refinement and singing quality of tone A feat 
enness excited a good deal of attention for | and the supports of it broken, and 1 had great Mrs. Gibson, Miss Grigor, Mr. P. C. Godden, . si ena - aie ~ . ee 6, and a large and beauty of touch. be curte 
a little time and is creating a good difficulty in keeping my horse from running Miss Greer of Brantford, Mr. Scott Griffin, Mr. ce a ce ad oo 7 ne of the inter- wadded 
deal of trouble preparatory to dropping out of | 2way when the glass shivered to atoms and | Goldingham, Miss Headly, Major Harrison, Suiiane Se San x tte ng was the intro- Sole agents for Ontario . made w 
the procession of great discoveries. Injecting | Scattered over his back and the roadway. It | R. G., Mr. and Mra. R. R. Hepburn, Capt. Hay, ' a . >: nuet, @ new and very toned fr 
a chemical into a man’s veins in order tochange | C0St so little to repair it that 1 presented no bill | R.G., and Mra, Hay, Mr. and Mrs. Stephen ficees a Se sae were noticed from FARWELL & GLENDON lined, @ 
the yearnings of ais stomach, is almost as cer- | lest I might have caused the discharge of the | Haas, Mr. Hollyer, Mr. A. J. Henderson, Mr, ae ee ee ee . ae a, banging 
tain to bea failure as the ducking-stool was | man who had made a little error, but the mem. | Andrew Hoskins, Mr. W. D. Hart, Mr. Harry places, . Warerooms : 68 King St. West. durable 
for scolding women. My op'‘nion is that a | Ory of: balf a dozen very unp'easant episodes | Hay, Mr. and Mrs, Homfray Irving, Mr. The Rossmore Club gave a very pleasant sur- Light oe 
man drinks whisky because he wants to and | Which have since come under my notice in- | and the Misses Janes, Mr. W. W. Jones, | prise party at Mrs. Disette’s, Dundas street, on Also sole agents for the celebrated mane, a 
he quits because, for some reason, he ceases to | lines me to the belief that there isa great Mr. and Mrs. J. K. Kerr, Dr. King, R.G.,| Wednesday evening, Nov. 11. An orchestra Tessie a — 
want toget drunk. Inorder to effect a refor- deal more carelessness and real disregard of | Mrs. and Miss King, Mr. J. S. and Miss| wasin attendance, and dancing was indulged Pee eee Te chen. 8 
mation of any kind a mental or spiritual or the rights of drivers and pedestrians than can | King, Mr. Nicol and the Misses Kingsmill, Mr. | in with the greatest enjoyment until the small — 
emotional change must be brought about. The be continued without more fatalities like the | and Mrs. J. B. Kay, Major King of Welland | hours of the morning. Mowjton 
wretched man who wrote an article for one of | tragic Yonge street incident. Don. Field Battery and Miss King, Miss Annie as we a 
the leading reviews, and described how he had mien Kirkpatrick, Mr. J. J. and Miss Kelso, Mr. H. eee Gons of England held an At Home in at 
Scheie weal ot sdiesedinaanmen stalin ailiaimed. Sextet and Devetnat V. Knight, Mr. W. S. and the Misses Lee, Mr. Webb's parlors Jast night week, which was | ——-——H——__________ the form 
sea thks enenan bouts Ser sen wed and Mrs. Cecil Lee, Dr. Lehman, R.G,, Mr, | YeTY uch enjoyed by their guests. Dancing Vi N O LA S O A P the velv 
on a prolonged spree and was found dead in Mrs. Bendelari and Mrs. Drayton were the | Laurie, I.S.C.,Mr. W. M. Lindsay, Capt. H. and the poenageeys formed rival attractions ° e sam, 
the ditch. What a commentary on the effec- | Tecip'ents of two lovely baskets of roses last Merritt, G.G.B.G., and Mrs. Merritt, Mr. J. D,| UP 894 down sta'rs. Mr. Nicholls made a Vinola Powder jewels. 
tiveness of a hypoder.vic syringe to produce a Tuesday from the gentlemen who ‘took part in | and the Misses Merrick, Mr., Mrs, and the genial master of ceremonies, and a very social . : The pr 
moral reform ! the Ben Hur performance; the fragrant tri- | Misses Montizambert, Mr. and Mrs. MacFar- and a a | = ne Lists of Recamier Preparations vested ir 
sei butes to the managing ability and faithful | lane, Judge and Mrs, MacMahon, Miss Moss, | 8¥°S'S &¢ this and the two entertainments pre- . . 
This university extension business is the | S¥Pervision of these two invaluable workers | Mr. F. W. MacLean, Capt. MacDougal, I.S.C., — ao eee nee out of my Imperial Hair Regenerator ued 
latestfad. Ihave watched the papers pretty | Were accompanied by many kind and grateful | and Mrs. MacDougal, Mr. and Mrs. McAn- percha ctl. © ‘lavitation carde for a6 7 i 
closely and while I am not eee = eee as | expressions of regard. The acknowledgment | drew, Mr. and Mrs. Clarence McCuaig, Mr. Wale, 45 Home oem nt ot the Maritans Ciab Saunders eau Bronce capi | 
many of the people who write on this topic, I | W@S Well merited and is joined in by every one Cc. J. Marani, R.G., Capt. McKay, RG.,| Vere designed by James Bain & Sons and were Oriental Cream bodice w 
perhaps might assert myself a3 the possessor | 0 took part in the spectacle of Ben Hur. Capt. McLean, R.G., Mr. Huzh McLean, much eianived. * And all the latest Toilet Preparations, Perf ea waist bel 
of average intelligence; yet I was forced to| i . Miss Mackey of Ottawa, Dr. McDonagh, Mr.| On Tuesday afternoon, November 10, Mrs a pia ee peietuas passeme: 
make a special effort outside of newspaper . with many others of the caste, | Harry McMillan, Mr. H. M. McCusig, Mr. | and Miss Spier of Lindsay were At Home from CAN BE HAD AT wings of 
articles to find out the meaning of “ university I wae sorty to read the abusive persovalities | Claude and the Misses Macdonnell, Capt. Mor- | four to seven to their friends, previous to Miss : ningly pt 
extension.” University oxteution te sort of a which appeared in a local paper about the | row, Mr. Percy Maule, Mr. A. F. Matheson, Spier’s departure for her ier home in Mont- McARTHUR’S DRUG STORE panniers 
university on wheels, a teaching faculty ; that | °°"! partner of the company who own the | Mr. J. A. McDonald, Mr. and Mrs. Bruce Mac- | real. the bodic 
is to say, a lecturing circus which will go about Ben Hur spectacle. Those who took principal | donald, Mr. and Mrs. Neville, Mr. and Mrs. 2 ; 230 Yonge Street, opp. Shuter vals witl 
and give a quasi university course in various parts and rehearsed with Mr. Clarke were pos- | Albert Nordheimer, Mr. and Mrs. Osborn of Thanksgiving day at Lindsay was the scene of i and beav 
acetic: ieee den aimnenetin Adie sibly less sensitive, but probably more sensible | Brantford, Mr. Arthur Peuchen, Q. 0. R., Dr. a social event of more than usual importance, in XMAS | N EU ROPE reception 
of this perambulating faculty will be given | ‘t@2 those who took offence at his offhand | and Mrs. Pyne, Mr. W. R. Pringle, R. G., and | Which soclety showed its interest by filling St. BY THE fer not 
@ discount. of o certain amount of time, business manner, or want of manner. One| Mrs. Pringle, Mrs. Prince, Mr. J. K. Pauw, Andrew's church to the doors to witness the credit to 
thes shortening thew regular course. The cannot expect chivalry under such circum-| Dr, Ryerson, R. G., and Mrs. Ryerson, Mr. marriage of one of Lindsay's most charming CUNARD LIN E modiste ‘ 
sawenesine Slay. hase Anime Mates stances, and it would have looked better both | A. W. Ridout, Mr. Grant Ridout, Mr and | 4@ughters, Helen Muirhead, daughter of Mr. P enetedi Mew tak 
in this nsianh ahiien: —.2.alioaencstien for the dignity of the reporters and their in-| Mrs, Percy Rutherford, Mr. E. C. and| Rovert Spier, to Mr. William A. Carlyle of the ee lectin te Those 
why. In Canada we have colleges and uni- formants had the matter of complaint been | the Misses Rutherford, Mr. and Mrs. Donald | Science Department of McGill College, Mont- | win arrive in Rested on the 19th inst. at the b 
etiien satel ctbudd, alin end kept where it should have been, behind the | Ridout and Miss Ridout, Mr. J. F. Risley, Miss | '¢#!. The ceremony was performed at four | Tickets and information from— wear. E 
tosteing, achasle glove. .eaithetea 1 To the aforesaid paper we are one | Ross, Capt. Roche, 34th Battalion, Mr. Fred. o'clock in the afternoon, Rev. Robert John- W. A. GEDDES - Agent lady who 
collegians,.tramp professors and no good and all under great obligations for encourage- | Strowger, Mr. J. M. Saunders, Mr. G. B., Mrs. ston, B. A., pastor of the church, officiating. « 60 Yonge Street, T t & drapery 
undergraduates can be found in every neigh- ment and support, and therefore only a sense | and Miss Smith, Mr. D. T. Symons, the Misses Punctual to the hour the bride entered the seeadinatn merely 
borhood, who can teach Cwcar and Virgil and of justice to our instructors leads to my notice | Seymour, Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Smith, Hon. church escorted by her father, as the ae which 
Xenophon and higher mathematics and worth- of the one thee ae would have been pleas- | Frank and Mis: Smith, Dr. Spilsbury, Mr Ww. ee ee ee ee I N E R - 
less ologies. A youth who is ambitious can anter to us unsaid. P, Sloane, Mr. B. O. R. Sloane, Miss Spratt, from Mendelssohn. Miss Annie Hall of Peter- trailing | 
teach school or peddle tinware and get money The Grenadiers’ first assembly of this season Mr. W. W. Strathy. Mr. Sydney Stal, SAES' SUED: 6 Nevneieieen. saaee Os Seley of PR ee Veen until the 
enough to go to college without much trouble. | took place on Tuesday evening at Webb’s Mr. C. W. Shaoly, Mr. Charles Swabey, Se ee eel, eee TRANS ATLANTIC Two eyet 
The means of obtaining “higher education’ | The dancing and supper rooms were tastefully Miss Strange, Mr. W. W. Strathy, Dr. the bride, assisted the groc-m. The pretty = hook on t 
are ample in Canada. What is lacking is | decorated with ferns, palms and rich curtains Thistle, Capt. Trotter, R. G., Mr. R, M,| Church was illuminated and tastefully decor- RATES REDUCED per drapi 
not a chance to get into a university to learn | and the rattling good band lent wings to flying and the Misses Thompson, Mr. John | #ted by the young people, which added much to BaRiow CUMBERLAND, Gen’l Steamship and little twis 
Greek and Latin, strange mathematics and | feet. The first party of the season shows the Taompson, the Misses Todd, Miss Taschereau, the beauty of the scene. The bride was attired RB. BR. Agency, 72 Yonge St.. Toronto all when { 
useless theories, but an opportunity to aequire | buds and blossoms of fashion’s conservatory in Mr. and Mrs. J. Taylour, Mr. L. A. Tilley, Capt., oe Senee Se GR Grier and Sener tebe. friends or 
technical knowledge of something that is some | ali their freshness and loveliness, and I don’t Mrs. and Miss Temple, Mr. and Mrs. Arthur eines, wise She conventional veil and orange 
good. The Hon. G. W. Ross is too active in this | remember a dance where I noticed more really Vankoughnet, Major Vidal, I. S. C., Mr. D. R. blossoms, and carried a beautiful bouquet of Suede + 
university extension matter ; in fact, he is sus- | handsome women and pretty girls. Tce brides and Miss Wilkie, Mr. David, Mrs. and Miss | White roses and maiden-hair fern. The brides- \S present 
piciously alert. My own belief is that the | rather cast the buds in the shade. Mrs, Hay Walker, Mr. John Wright, Mr. C. W. Walker, mald wore shell-pink surah, carrying a large Ope ae 
Ontario Government would like to organize an| in her magnificent bridal gown of white Mr. Harvey Willis, 35th Batt., Mr. Harry | Povauet of pink roses. Messrs. G. Montgom- TABLE AND HALL chadee'™ 
educational circus of this kind, a tent show, a} silk and shoulder train of silver b:ocade Wya't, Q. 0. R., Miss Adelaide Wadsworth, ery Vance and J. M. McLennan acted as ushers, I 
perambulating court of learning, in order to get | was a figure at once beautiful and stately : Mr. and Mrs. Woodsworth, Miss Yorston. Afver the ceremony the bridal party repaired me 
a still greater grip on the constituencies. Ifa| Mrs. Elliott, who isan unusually lovely woman r chk hir gaze ty Destin) gob koa 22 Searpet i x O N G amy cone 
county asks for a university extension annex it | in any costume, looked her best in a plain A most charming event took place at the street, where the bride and groom received the Phe 7 
will have to behave a:cording to Grit principles | white silk gown of exquisite fit, with orna reaihanse of the bride’s father in the City of | “@™™ wishes and hearty congratulations of bleat 7 
in order to obtain it. We may be assured this | ments of strung pearls; Mrs. Haas,in a cute Hamiitoe on Wednesday evening of last week, (Continued om Page Beven.) Th | a a's 
scheme will not become law unless the Ontario | little frock of pink crepe and knotted tame it being the occasion of the marriage of Miss e Newest and Latest Novelty and almo 
Government has control of it, and if it controls | was her usual charming self; Mrs. Fred Me. Minnie Chase, youngest daughter of Mr, John QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY ae tin 
it, it will be worked like the Dominion Govern- | Queen of Woodstock provoked many admir Chase, to Mr. Charles E, Oles, a rising young oe w caine 
ment manages the erection of postoffices, | ing expressions, her gown of pale blue, and barrister of Brantford. The ceremony was B F i Mi whet aia 
custom houses, ete. The Minister of Educa-| her coiffure a small Langtry knot; Mrs performed by Very Rev, Dean Francis, The RICE LEWIS & SON from a 
tion has intimated that a grant will be given | Neville, was piquante in a pate blue gowe, bridesmaids were Miss Hattie Johnston of — BAR 2B ‘At bos. The ra 
by the province to favor this scheme—at | tringed with grasses and tiny blossoms ands Burlington and Miss Gallagher of Hamilton, tea ot 
least he has set the ball in motion that | fawn bodice and half pannier; Mrs. James while the groom was attended by Mr. John iy sesgaaale souOe Cea Cuma 7 
& grant may be asked for. This prov- | Crowther, a dainty toilette of white and gold ; Chase, brother of the bride, and Mr. W. J. Here ee SO RLOW CUMBERLAND. a aos, Soren and fi ; 
ince has no money to give to any such | Miss Seymour, black and go'd. and Mice s | Eilisttof Toronto. The bride looked charming, a3 Wenge street! Tevemte, | COT. King & Victoria Sts., Toronto iran 
electioneering snap, If we are toextend the | Seymour, white silk mull; Mrs. Arthur attired in cream soliel and carried a beautitul imortal 
sphere of our educational enterprise, it should | Brown, whose costumes have been uniformly bouquet of white roses, while the bridesmaids Among 
be in the direction of technical schools. We [ beautiful this season, wore a soft white bro- wore rose-piak Luxore silk and carried bou- wraps or 
have enough abs'ractions both in politics and | cade with chiffon frills en berthe, and a lace quets of pink roses. Immediately after a Be Bes ss 5 a GS Siberian g 
learning. We have vastly too much poli-| front drapery; Mrz. Walter Barwick wore a the wedding breakfast the happy couple narrow pa 
tics in our educational system. I sincerely | dainty little dress of violet-zray bengaline with left for New York and other points east. VITATIONS is light an 
hope that the professors and presidents | a passementerie corsage belt: Miss Frances Amongst those precent were Mr. and Mrs IN rti es £ 89° expensi 
of coileges will not be led away by this fancy, | Smith, a pink and white brocade with pink Alex Oles, Mr. 8. Boyd and Miss Barton Di er, Dance and anni Pa ! down trim 
this fine fad, this electioneering scheme. hyacinths ; Mrs. Dawson, a rich gown of satin | °f Brantford, Mr. Frank Bell of St. George, Mr. ’ To Weddings, inn el 
we. "| M. Shearer of Buffalo, N. Y., and Mr. E , , Visiting Cards, Ba nae, 0 
. brocade in salmon and puce color ; Miss Fergu- Ee, Fad OR r. E. W. Menu I , Stay, with 
— omy — Saint ee Laurier to | son, a rich tan brown with berthe and foot Melatyre. “ mes, Ete. collar of 
m an e uet tendered him there | trimming of crinkled ; Mi 
and the eloquent speech addressed to his com- | brown se cream am Mise ep “atanes ssanueceie ah mls tieek ara eae ie me " THE MO6T FASHIONABLE ley i beeen 
patriots and the assembled statesmen in New | wore a simple little gown of mustard yellow, | Mra. A. K. McIntosh, Wednesda No ; ces K St. KE. Toronto F edze of t he 
England, — tend to add brilliancy to the | with a coronet of wheatears, which was vastly lil, when Mr. Coarles Cc, Pentold and Miss J AMES BAIN & SON, 39 ing ’ , pither soft 
pageantry of his political career, but is unlikely | becoming. Mrs. Cecil Leigh wore white | Grace B, daughter of Mr. James R. Silliman, ea Be Pe ea ene , . oe we 
: ™ ent, 
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Freaks and Fancies. 
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UR and lace 
seems a 
strange com- 
bination in 
trimming, 
but is far 
from unlove- 
ly. I saw a 
dainty velvet 
gown of a 
rich green 
trimmed 
with vest 
and cuffs of 
Persian lamb 
fur, and 
finished at neck and wrists by a deep frill of 
antique lace. The bonnet to go with this 
gown, was of green, bordered scantily with 
fur and on top had an Alsatian bow of the rich 
old lace. The muff,a tiny round affair, was 
also trimmed with bands of fur, and had a full 
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ruffie of lace oneach opening. The costume 


was of singular elegance. 


Another theater waist caught my eye a few 
evenings ago, partly because of its novelty and 
partly because of its peculiarity. It was along 
loose blouse of soft peach silk with a deep yoke 
of open work applique and wide cuffs of the 
same. The applique was in gilt cord and braid, 
and was very handsome, though the loose and 
neglige appearance of the garment is not to 
my taste. Its handsome garniture could not 
impart that look of trimness and smartness so 
indispensable for a theater gown. The girl 
who wore it was tall, slender and a perfect 
brunette, with a languid graceand indifference 
which well suited her cost ume. 

. 7 


The ‘love spoon” is the latest development 
in the souvenic spoon fad, and is chosen for 
an engagement token. A silver arrow with 
enameled forget-me-nots twined round the 
shaft, and its barbed point piercing the golden 
bowl of the spoon, which is in heart shape, is 
the appropriate design of this trifle,and the 
intertwined initials of the donor and recipient 
are engraved on the inner surface of the bow]. 

* 


A feature in winter wraps is their length—to 
be curtailed is to be behind the age. Long 
wadded overcloaks of brocaded material are 
made with double front, the under one but- 
toned from neck to toe, the over one daintily 
lined, edged with some handsome fur and 
hanging loose. Astrachan, that cheap and 
durable fur, is a perfect furewre this season. 
Light colored furs are general favorites and no 
more elegant and becoming finish to a rich 
dark cloth or velvet gown could be imagined 
than the aforesaid style of vest, collar, cuffs, 
and narrow foot border of Krimmer, Thibet or 
Moujflon. As soon as cold weather comes to 
us we shall see some charming combinations 
of Persian lamb and seal, the crisp curl of 
the former showing to great advantage beside 
the velvety smoothness of the latter, the king 
of furs, as diamonds are the kings among 


jewels. 
o 


The prettiest member of Rhea’s company in- 
vested ina new gown for her trousseau after 
her engagement to Sapieata, during her visit 
to Toronto. It was of mustard yellow, made 
in a new and taking style, most becoming to a 
slender form, such as Olga possesses. The 
bodice was in deep shirrs from neck to pointed 
waist belt, strapped across with bands of gold 
passementerie, the skirt was plain, with long 
wings of drapery falling on each side and cun- 
ningly puffed at the top over very evident little 
panniers, the long sleeves were shirred like 
the bodice and strapped into the arm at inter- 
vals with passementerie, The effect was novel 
and beautiful, and could be reproduced for a 
reception dress by our married belles who pre- 
fer not to wear decollete gowns. It was a 
credit to the taste and work of the clever 
modiste who designed it. 


Those French skirts with the shawl drapery 
at the back have been a torment for street 
wear. But asimple device gives relief to the 
lady whois tired of walking askew with her 
drapery gathered up in her hand, This is 
merely a long loop of passementerie 
which hangs from the waist belt 
at the back, and through which the 
trailing back breadths are gracefully pulled, 
until they are well up from the ground. 
Two eyes on the drapery and a mammoth 
hook on the loop may be placed to ensure pro. 
per draping and security in position, and a 
little twist of the adept hand quickly loosens 
i'l when the wearer enters the portals of her 


friends or the concert room, 
e 


Suede and glace gloves are in quiet rivalry 
at present. The latest fancy with full dress 
opera toilettes is to wear fawn or light gray 
shades in suede handwear, 


[came acrossa delicious new perfume the 
other day. It is white lilac, of a very sweetly 
Superior scent, One can shut one’s eyes and 
fancy the graceful drooping pyramids of white 
bloomlets nestling among their dull greenery, 
and almost feel the balmy air that obtains 
in lilac time, when the spray of faint and deli- 
cate sweetness falls upon mouchoir or opera 
wrap, manipulated by a smiling little lady 
whe dispenses the imitation summer time 
from a glass bottle and a rubber sprayer. 
The good thing about this lilac scent is that it 
leaves no unpleasant after odor of stale per- 
fume. The breath of the flower comes, pleases 
and floats away, leaving you wishing, like the 
immortal Oliver, for ‘‘ more.” 

* 


Among dainty finishes for handsome opera 
Wraps or sorties debal,I find a pure white 
Siberian goat nair fringe headed with a rich 
narrow passementerie of gold and silver, This 
is light and dainty and very durable, while not 
8° expensive as the easily spoiled feather and 
down trimmings. Dark fur is worn on white 
cloaks, and a most ladylike wrap of mouse 
stay, with a passementerie yoke and Medici 
collar of gray and silver, has been noticed on 
the pretty shoulders of a Toronto belle just 
back from a circuit of this world of ours, The 
edge of the front and collar are finished with 


pither soft gray fur or feathers, I have not 
Ooked sharp <1 to decide which, but any- 
Way it isa most tingue and ming ger- 
© ent, -Mope. 


Mrs, O'F, (at the Italian opera)—Why, I can't 
understand a word they say. I should think 
these actors as can’t speak English would have 
sense enough to play in pantomime, where 
their ignorance wouldn’t be noticed. 





The favorite plant for tableand parlor decorations. Fine 
healthy plants from $1.00 up. Palms two teet high for $2 50 
Having imported a very large stock of Palms, we are able 
to sell them at a much cheaper rate than ever before 
offered in Toronto. Also 

Choice Roses, and all other seasonable flowers always 
on hand. Bridal Bouquets and Wedding Decorations 
a specialty. Floral Tributes of all kinds made on short 


notice. 
8. TIDY & SON, 164 Yonge Street 


Conservatories and Greenhouses—477 and 490 Ontario 
Street, Toronto. 


N.German Lloyd Co. 


SHORT ROUTE TO LONDON AND CONTINENT 
Fast express steamers bi-weekly. 


MEOITERRANEAN LINE 
Fast express steamers bi-monthly. 
Clyde built ships. Palatial cquipment. 
WINTER RATES NOW IN FORCE. 
BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent 
72 Yonge St., Toronto 


We cordially invite 
the public to inspect, 
without reference to 
purchasing, our recent 
extensive IMpPOrtas 
tions, aqd the goods 
that have been manu- 
fractured for this sea- 
son's business. There 
will be found Dia- 
mounds and other 
precious stones, rich 
Diamond and Gold 
Jewelry, Sterling 
Silverware in Tea Ser- 
vices, Spoons, Forks, 
Toilet Articles, ete., 
French, Chime, and 
Travelling Clocks, fine 
Gold and Silver 
Watehes, ete., ete. 
Stock the largest, 
Prices the lowest. 3 
James E. Ellis & Co, 
2 King St. E., Toronto. 





ofmsins Hue 


We have already marked and put 
out for sale for next week a lot of 
Ulsters, ranging in price from $7 to 
$46 and the prices will then be $3 
to$20. There are nota great feany 
and anyone wanting a real goo 
warm cloth Ulster will do well to call 
at the earliest possible opportunity. 


212 YONGE STREET 


FASHIONABLE DRESSMAKING 
MISS PATON'S rooms are now m and 





oughly equi with the fall and winter styles and modes. 
The . and American fachions. An 
early visit and inspection invi 


Rooms, Golden Lion, R. Walker & Sons, 
36 King Street East 


Canadian Domestic Employment Agency 
3 Gerrard Street 


Situations out of the city prom attended to. 
Ladies’ work cmpostem i aeeemae Orders taken for 
Condiments, ae ee References: Lad 


Preserves, 
Chestn Boddy, 8 
i 4 D.J tr Bh Rt hr. the Lone a ot To 
to, Dd. . Rev. 7 ey. 
"Tendon, England, Agency, 384 Strand. 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen 


How important in the choice of 
dress stuffs that you should go 
where choice of dress stuffs can be 
found. All the advantage that 
comes from largeness of trade and 
a knowing how to buy and what 
to buy will be found among dress 


goods at this store’s counters. 


Boucle Cloths, stripes, double, 45c. 
Camel's Hair Effects, double, 40c 
Fancy Camel’s Hair, brocades, 60c. 
French Jacquard Cloths, 50c. 


The shoppers can bank on the 


quality of dress goods offered by this store—always. Note 
the fact that we are out of the rut of high prices. 


Henriettas, evening shades, 35c., 502., 70c. 
French Brocaded Cloths, 50c. 
Handsome Foule Cloth, 46-inch, 45c. 


Convenience 1S served in many 
cases in buying complete combination suite. 

Camel’s Hair Combination Robes. 

French Brocade Combination Robes. 

These handsome goods in nearly 
100 designs, and ranging from $5 50 to $20 ach. 





Order dress goods by letter. 
Drop post card for samples and 
80-page Shoppers’ Handbook and 
Fashion Catalogue. 


R. SIMPSON 


8. W. cor. Yonge and Queen Entrance Yonge Street. 
Streets, Toronto. Entrance Queen Street. 
Store Nos. 174, 176, 178 Yonge Street, and 1 and 3 Queen 
Street West. 






pte tee TED, PINAUD'S 

¢ Lilas de France 
And Borghetto 
PERFUMES, 


DELICATE. 
LASTING. 
REFINED. 


SOLD BY 
R. Walker & Sons 
“GOLDEN LION.” 










E have just opened the 
W very latest styles in 
French, English and Am- 
erican Millinery Novelties. 

MISS PAYNTER 


Millinery ) 3 Rossin Block 
Parlors J King Street West. 


FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King Street West—(up stairs) 
Opposite Mail Office. 


MRS. A. BLACK, wa 


We are now prepared to show a full and complete assort- 
ment of 


FALL AND WINTER MILLINERY 


Ladies will find it an advantage to inspect our goods 
before purchasing elsewhere. 


Miraculous Water 


18 USED 


FOR 
Removing Pimples, Blotches, &o., and for beautifying 


THE COMPLEXION 


Ask your druggist for it, or send to 


P. BRUNET, 31 Adelaide St. West 
27TH SESSION 


TORONTO BUSINESS COLLEGE 


Cor. Yonge and Shuter Streets 
Toronto 
9 Cone ne Saaen by the leading Bang 
ilies in Canada, and is endorsed by James L. Hughes, Exq., 
and other well-known ed 


Oalendar Annual Prospectns address the Man- 
a - J. M. CROWLEY 
Toronto, Canada. 


LADIES 


ASK FOR 


. BARBOUR'’S 


LINEN THREADS 


The Best for All 
Purposes 


Sold by All Dealers 

















Light 


High Cut 
Do You 


L t 
Wanta icant 


RUBBER ? 


Glove Fitting 


Heavy 





If you do, the place to purchase is the 


GOODYEAR RUBBER STORE 
12 King Street West 








D. GRANT & CoO. 


WILL SHOW 


ON MONDAY 


400 NEW PATTERN MANTLES 


Bought At 25 per cent. Discount 


40 PIECES NEW SEALETTES 


Extra 


Value: 


Magnificent Display of Millinery 
D. GRANT & CO., 206 and 208 Yonge Street 








ARMAND’S HAIR AND 
PERFUMERY STORE 








441 Yonge St. and 1 Carlton St. 
S. E. corner 


Telephone 2498 





Highest Award at Paris (France) International and National Hair Dresing Co vpetition and Hair Goods Exposition, 
1882-88, and New York, 1890. 
FASHIONABLE HAIR DRESSING for Balls, Soirees, Theaters, Concerts, Photos, Wedding», etc. Stylish Hair 
Goods, in Puffs, Coils, Curls, Fringes, Ssparated Hair Branohes, etc., for the new Grecian style of hair —- Switches, 
h 


Wigs, Toupees, ready made or made to order. Lidies and Children’s Hair Trimming, Singeing and 


ampooing. 


Parties waited upon at their owu residence. Reliable Hair Dressers employed only. Appointment made by Telephone 

2498. HAIR DYES and DYED in 10 different colors and shades. Ladies, look out for large and select stock of New 

French Perfumery and Toilet Articles now on the way for Paria, Most suitable, and new, for Christmas Presentz 
TRANCLE-ARMAND & CO., Coiffeurs and Perfu neura, cor. Yonge St., and 1 Carlton St., Toronto, Oat., Canada. 





J. C. WALKER & CO. 
PHOTOGRAPHERS 


147 Yonge Street 


Are making the highrst grade 
of photographic work in all de- 
partwents. A trial will con- 
vipce you. 


See Their Life Size 





ALL MILLINERY 


MISS STEVENS 


251 Yonge St. 
‘ All the Novelties in 
Fashion 

and Fabric 


From France, Eng- 
land and America 





Mourning Goods 


IN fHE 


Latest Style 





~ Fans and Perfumes 
New Veilings 


W* respectfully in- 
vite your atten- 
tion toa new and choice 
selection of 


Paris, Londen and 
New York 













Pattern Bonnets 
Hats and 
Toques 
AL80 


Parisian Novelties 
‘Veilings, Trimmings 
MISS BURNETT 





117 Yonge Street - Toronto 
MILLINERY 

- See our com and well 

assorted stock for this season. 

Latest and styles, 

newest joally 

fashioned to meet the re 


ress and Mantle 
Making Our Art 
Perfect fit, combined with 
elegant style and fine work. 
Leave orders early to ensure 
prompt attention. 


cee ees 
our New 
Tailor Bend for il- 
I circular. Induce- 
mente to agents. 


Established 1860 
3. & A, CARTER, 372 Yonge St. - 


Torente 


The Amer iean Corset & Dr. ss Reform Co. 
YONGE 316 STREET 
FINE ORDERED CORSETS 


Perfect Substitute 
FOR 
CORSETS 
SLASUMoo 
40a 
BINPISQN| 390,404 





RQUIPOISE WAISTS 
Qn1po 40] |IW-Ssauuoe 


ABDOMINAL CORSET. 
FIT AND SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 


DORENWEND'S 


Ie the Leading House for 
eh Fashionable 


Mew HAIR GOODS 


“4 The latest and most 
ARTISTIC STYLES 


In Wigs, Bangs, witches 
ete. 


L Best and Cheapest 
» -* in the Dominion. 


Finest Hair Dressing Room 
on the Continent. 


Telephone 1551 


105 Yonge St. 


Send for circular. 








“ UNEQUALLED” 


IS THE VERDICT 


OF 
All These Who Have Used the 


STANDARD 
DRESS BONES 


The steel is extra quality, non-corrosive, 
metal tipped, securely stitched and fastened 
in a covering of superior sateen. Can be 
relied on not to stain, cut through at the 
ends, or become detached. 


Ask for Them 
They are the Best 


SOLD BY 


All the Leading Retail Dry Goods Merchants 
Throughout the Dominion 
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THE PEER AND THE WOMAN 


By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM. 





ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
SISTER AGNES, 


I have some dim recollection of a. carried 
by slow st to a house at no great distance, 
and of falling into a deep slumber. In this 
state I must have remained for many hours, 
for when I opened my eyes and felt life stirring 

ain within me, another sun was low down in 
the western sky. I raised myself on my elbow 
and looked around me. 

I was in a plain, bare bedchamber, with 
whitewashed walls and scantily furnished. 
The bed on which I was lying, however, was 
spotlessly clean, and by my side was a great 
bowl! of sweet-smelling country flowers. At 
first I was completely puzzled. Then, like a 
flash, the recollection of the previous night 
came tome. I remembered the fire, the peril- 
ous climbing, and the face of the woman whom 
they had calied Sister Agnes. Was that face a 
dream, or was it but too real? I must know, 
and at once. 

I tried to jump out of bed and made the dis- 
covery that my limbs were still stiff and sore, 
and that there were poultices on various parts 
of my body. I managed, however, to sit up- 
right and remained ip that — for a mo- 
ment, lpoking around me and listening. Below 
I could hear the sound of sabots clanking con- 
tinually on a tiled floor, and occasionally a 
woman's shrill tongue talking rapidly in a 
patois which defied my efforts to followit. I 
was just about to shout, in the hope of attract- 
ing someone's attention, when I heard a door 
open below, and the sound of an arrival. There 
was a few moments’ conversation between the 
new comer and the woman to whose move- 
ments I had been listening. Then a door 
opened and shut, and I heard light footsteps 
ascending the staircase. 

I lay down again and closed my eyes. Scar- 
cely had I done so, when the door of the room 
was carefully opened, and the fcotsteps crossed 
the room to my side. There was a little hesi- 
tation, then a soft, white hand passed over my 

*forehead with a gentle, caressing touch, lin- 
gering there for a moment or two and repeat- 
ing the action. Presently I heard something 
which sounded like a stifled sob, and, slowly 
opening my eyes, [saw the bowed figure of a 
tleck-robe sister kneeling by my bedside. 
Perhaps at the sight I started a little. At any 
rate, she raised her head, and I looked into the 
face of the woman whom I had saved—Sister 
Agnes ; and it was the face of my dreams. 
he rose up at once and stood by my bedside. 
All trace of emotionhad vanished as if by 


magic from her white, passionless face. And 
yet she looked at me kindly. 

**'You are better, my son?” she asked. 

“If I have been ill, yes,” I answered, ‘I 


feela little stiffand sore, thatisall. I have 
slept long.” 

* All day, and sorely you must have needed 
it,” she said. ‘*My son, there are many belp- 
less women who owe you their lives, I, too, 
amongst them. But for you many wou!d have 

rished in the flames, most surely I should 

ave done.” 

She sighed half regretfully, and there was no 
sign of relief in her face at her escape, 

‘You were not very anxious to be saved,” I 
remarked. 

‘“*I was ready to die or to live, as was God's 
will,” she answered. ‘“‘ Nay, I think that I am 

lad to have been ‘pared, for those whom I 

ave loved and watched over need me now in 
their distress more than ever. Yes, I am glad 
to be alive, and I thank you, my son.” 

I raised myself on my elbow, and looked 
steadily at her. 

‘*Sister Agnes,” I said, “your face is one 
which I have seen before.’ 

** Never,” she answered calmly. 

‘Nay, but I have seen its picture,” I con- 
tinued, my voice shaking notwithstanding my 
efforts tocontrol ir. ‘* You have not always 
been known as Sister Agnes.” 

‘** My other self is dead,” she answered. 

“* Dead it may be in one sense,” I answered ; 
** but still itis alive. Sister Agues, if ever you 
were known as Cecile D'Auge: ville tell me so 
quickly! It is more to me than you can 
imagine.” 

“That was my name,” she answered qu‘etly. 

‘*Then why did you lead my father to sup- 
pose you dead, and let him marry again? Can- 
not you see the wrong you have done, Sister 
Agne-. Iam the son of Lord Alceston, but I 
have no right now to his name. The fault is 
yours, and on your head lies the blame of my 
infamy,” I added, bitterly. 

* Ab!” She pressed her hand to her cold 
temples and the saint-like calm died out of her 
face. She was agitated, but not as I had ex- 
pected to see her. 

* Your father—is he alive?” she asked. 

** He is dead,” I answered, steeling my heart 
against her and vowing to myself that I would 
not spare her, and then like a tlash I remem- 
bered how this strange discovery upset every 
theory of his death. Who now was the woman 
whom he had gone out in the middle of the 
night at a moment's notice to visit secretly? 
Where was now the motive of his self-destruc- 
tion? Gone! The whole theory was destroyed, 
Once more everything was ia a hopeless maze. 

‘Dead! Dead! Ah me! Dead!” 

The words seemed to glide out of her 
lips almost unconsciously. She moved awa 


from my bedside, and stood before the diamond. | 
sun was | 


framed window. Far away the 
sinking down behind the long line of distant 
hills, and as she stood there wrapped in 
thought her clear features seemed to catch its 
last faint glow and to grow softer and sweeter 
for the warm coloring which touched them 
gently and hung about her straight, slim 
figure almost like a celestial halo. looked at 
her, wondering, and my wonder had something 
of reverence in it. Was this the tace of an 
erring, sinful woman, a woman to scheme and 
plan tor an earthly vengeance? It seemed 
nay, I knew that it was impossible, and the 
harsh words which I would have uttered died 
away upon my lip-. 

And watching her closely all my bar-h 
thoughts of her aied away, and with them the 
remains of that passionate resentment, which 
had nearly betrayed itself only a few minutes 
ayy by fierce angry words. In their place came 
a sort of awe, largely mingled with pity. I 
knew that { was looking upon a woman who 
had fulfilled very nearly, if not altogether, the 
ideal of herorder. Asceticism, usefulness, de- 
votion bad been the steps of the ladder by 
which she had attained to a spirituality so 
marked and evident that it seemed diffused 
from her very person, and tohave astrange sweet 
influence over her fellow creatures—an influ- 
ence which I too felr. 

Watching her closely I could see that she 
was nerving herself to some task, and from her 
upturned face and s'owly moving lips I fat cied 
she was praying for strength to aid ber in some 
great resolution. By d¢grees the slight azita- 
tion faded away from her countenance, and a 
look of deep subdued peace took its place. 
Then I knew that her prayer was ended, and 
hal'-ck sing my e)es I kept silence and waited. 

Soon she came softly to age and sank 
down upon her knees. Then, with her face 
turned at first a little away from me, she com- 
menced to speak in a l.w, sweet tone, full of 
deep humility. Before she bad uttered many 
words her hand sought mine, and my fingers 
had clasped it. If this woman had done me 
any wrong, she was already forgiven, I was 
po we: less even to feel resentment, 


CHAPTER XVII. 
WHO WAS THE WOMAN? 

“ My son,” she said softly, “it is a strange 
fate which has brought you hither to me. I 
had thought that never in this world should [ 
have to reopen the sealed rs of my lif 
and to think and speak of that time when 
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was one of the outside worjd, a lover of its 
os and alas! a very guilty woman. 

ear after year the memory of that time has 
grown fainter and fainter. Earthly love has 
almost died away from within me, and I can 
look into your face almost without emotion, 
though it reminds me so much of his. 

*“‘Tloved your father, my son, loved him as 
women stili love men, I suppose, in the world 
from which I have passed forever. He loved 
me, too, but I was never worthy of his love. 
He knew nothing of it, but I was not what he 
thought me. 

“It was at St. Marien near here where we 
were living, my father, my sister, and I, that I 
first knew him. He was young and handsome 
and noble, and from the first moment when he 
began to whisper words of love to me he hinted 

j at marriage, and wher he spoke openly and 
told me of his love he asked me boldly to be- 
ccme his wife. He never knew why I hesitated 
so long. He never knew why I lay awake night 
after night filled with bitter regrets, wondering 
whether I dare marry him, tempted of the devil 
to do so, yet fearful. In the end the temptation 
was too strong, and Iyielded. I kepta hideous 
secret locked in my heart, ard st by his side 
at the altar while the —— joined our hands 
and called us man and wife. Yes, I was mar- 

! ried to your father.” 

She had told me so before, and yet somehow 
I bad clung to some faint hope, which her 
words destroyed. I felt my heart sink, and I 
would have withdrawn my hand from hers. 
But she held my fingers tightly. 

** Nay, but listen, my son,” she continued. 
‘*T say that I was married to him, and yet it 
was no marriage.” 

‘*No marriage!’ I gasped for breath, and 
looked at her wildly. 

* What do you mean?” I cried. ‘“ My 
father would never have deceived you. I have 
even seen a copy of the certificate,” 

* And so you may  gomey my son,” she said, 
bowing ker head. *‘ And yetit was no marriage, 
for 1 was already married.” 

I felt quite powerless to say anything. That 
this woman should be talking to me of herself 
seemed almost impossible when I looked into 
her sweet, chastened face, tull of gentle humil 
ity, and more lke the calm face of an angel 
than the face ofa sinful woman. She seemcd 
to divine my thoughts. 

** You wonder that I can tell you of my shame 
like this,” she said softly. ‘‘ Ah, my son, for 
twenty years and more I have done oe 
penance, and the old life, with its sins an 

uilt, has passed away from me. Our Blessed 

other has heard my prayers, and Sister Agnes 
can talk calmly of Cecile D’Augerville’s sins. 
Let me go on with my story. 

** At ieast I have one excuse for what I did, I 
believed my husband dead. We had been 
married secretly, almost directly I had left the 
convent ; but he was a soldier and had been 
obliged to leave me immediately after our mar- 
riage. I was only a girl, ow seventeen 
years old, when I married him, and the roman- 
tic fancy which I had thought love soon passed 
away. I had never dared tell my father, for he 
was poor and [I knew that his great hope was 
that Marie and I would marry rich husbands. 
So I left it until he should return from the war, 
and he did not return. Instead, there came 
rumors of h’s death, and foolishly I accepted 
them unquestioningly. Then your father came 
and for the first time I knew what love was. 
When he asked me to marry him I consented 
telling him nothing of my past lest he should 
give me up, and trusting implicit) 


join him. 

“TI fled from home on that awful night, in- 
tending to end my days by my own hand. 
From such a crime, however, I was most merci 
fully spared. I passed through a sweet coun- 
try town, and some wild impul-e led me to 
enter the cathedral, through the great open 
doors of which I could hear the softly brea' hed 
prayers of a few devotees. For the first time 
religion became areality tome. I confessed, 
and at er much penance | was admitted a sister 
of the lowest order at the house which is now, 
alas,no more. Step by stepI worked myself 
up until at the death of the superioress they 
chose me to take her place. From the moment 
of my entrance here I determined to write my- 
self down as dead to the world. I sent a certi- 
ficate of my Ceath to your father, and to my 
friends. I determined that such human love 
as was still left in me should die out. I aimed 
at entire and absolute detachment from every 
thought and affection of earthly origin. What 
strange providence has brought you here to 
make me reopen for the last time my other 
life, I cannot tell. Yet it has come to s, 
and I have told youall. Now I must go. Tout 
face reminds me strangely of the past wh:ch 
lies dead behind me, and I have no wish to 
dwell uponit. So I shal leave you; but be- 
fore I go accept my blessing. We shall all 

ray for you often, for many owe you their 
ives. Farewell.” 

She rose up, and would have left me, but I 
stopped her. 

*“One word!” I criéd. ‘Sister Agnes—I 
will forget that you ever had another name—I 
| must ask you a question.” 

* Ask it then.” 

‘* When my father lay dead there was found 
upon his arm a gold bracelet.” 

It seemed to me thata light swept over her 
face, but it might have been the glow of the 
lingering sun, for it was gone in a moment, 

*‘And when I die,” she said, there will be 
found one upon myarm. I have told you my 
story from the very worst point of view, seek- 
ing to extenuate nothing. But I had what 
seemed to me then to be some excuse for my 
wicked deceit. I loved your father with a pas- 
sionate over whe) ming love, and though I never 
think of that time now, that bracelet will never 
leave my arm. See.” 

She raised her long sleeve, and I saw the 
dull band of gold, I felt almost dizzy with be- 
wilderment. 

** There has been a foul plot,” Ieri d. “ Listen 
for one minute, Sister Agnes, whieI tell you 
of my father’s,” 

She sat down upon the bed and folded her 
hands. 

““He wasa brave, good man, your fa‘her,” 
she said softly. “If heis dead, he 1s happy; 
even trough he was not of our church.” 

** Let me tell you of his death,” I cried with 
ashudder. ‘ Late one night while he was re- 
ceiving his guests a note was brought to him. 
He made some excuse, and hurried away 
from his house to a lodging place at the 
east end of London. There we know that he 
visited a woman who must have had some 
strong claim upon him.” He returned to his 
guests, fulfil ed all his duties, and on their de- 
~~ ure he went to his study, On the morrow 

e was fuund there—dead.” 

‘It was very sudden,” she said. ‘ Let us 
pray that he made his peace with God.” 

** Ay, it was sudden,” I centinaed. “ but I 
have not told you all. He died no natural 
death.” 

“No natural death?” she repeated wonder- 


ingly. 

*He did not destroy himself?” 

“Either that or he was murdered,” I an- 
swered, “and God alone knows which. But 
listen! On that same morning the woman 
whom he had visited was found murdered!” 

** Holy Mother !” she whispered, shuddering. 

“The only clue we had to the mystery was 
this,’ I added, leaning towards her. ‘‘On the 
right arm of the murdered woman was found 
sald bracelet, and on his was also one like 


the vengeance of Heaven was swift. 
| 





to the 
vague rumors which had reachei me of my hus- 
band’s death. We were married secretly, and 
In less 
than a week your father killed minein a duel, 
and I had received a message from my first 
husband, who was s'ill alive and desired n.e to 


Again she was a woman, her gray eyes full 
of mingled horror and bewilderment and her 
cheeks blanched. 

“It seemed tome thatit was my place to 
solve this yet, I continued. “I com- 
menced my task searching mer my 

ivate papers, and from em 

learned of his marri to you. From Neillson, 
my father’s servant, I learned of the bracelets 
which you and he wore. Can you wonder what 
everything seemed to lead to? My mother,. 
Neillson, and myself, at separate times, and by 
different courses, arrived at the same conclu- 
sion. We decided that the woman at whose 
summons he had left his guests and gone at a 
moment’s notice in the dead of night to the 
slums of London, must be his lawful wife 
come back from the dead. Of her death, ap 
his visit, and of his that same night not one o 
us dared tothink. And yet it has naunted me, 
has haunted all of us day and night since that 
awful discovery. My mother is dying of a 
broken heart, Neillson is almost a madman, 
and Iam a wanderer on the face of the earth, 
and now either Iam dreaming or our agony 
has been in vain. My God, I think I am going 
mad. Sister Agnes, if you are the woman 
whom he thoug.t his wife, wh> was she who 
was murdered in London with the bracelet 
upon her arm, and what was she to my father? 
If you cannot tell me I shall go mad.”. 

She stood up on the floor with her hands 
pressed to her temples, and her eyes full of a 
terrible light, swaying herself gently back- 
wards and forwards. Then witha cry, awful 
beyond all expression, she sank down upon the 
ground a lifeless heap. 


— 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
A JOURNEY. 

I sprunz up from my couch and hastened to 
her side. At first I feared that she must be 
dead, for her face, even her lip was ghastly and 
colorless, and_ her pulses were beating so 


father’s 




































































































fortunate sufferer goes on thinking of the same 
tune or repeating the same verses for hours, 
they persist in staying, and no amount of 
resolution will drive them away, until sud- 
denly they go, and we think of them no more. 

Unfortunately it is impossib'e to avoid them. 
Every paper is full of such rhymes, and in the 
streets the tunes are heard on every side; in 
fact, es*ape is impossible ; it is fate, and you 
must suffer. 

The question of what should be done to the 
authors: and composers of these jingles is a 
serious one, Possivly they suffer sufficiently in 
the composing of them. No doubt to many 
persons they afford intense pleasure, but to 
others they cause acute misery. Imagine a 
clergymen preaching a sermon experiencing a 
visitation of * Hi, ti, hi.” It would probably 
disconnect his thoughts in a rather remarkable 
manner. A handsome young lady might 
derive considerable satisfaction from thinking 
“They're after me,’ but who shall divine the 
feelings of the eligible bachelor conscious of 
the same terrible fact? 


faintly that I did not at once discover them. [ ———_+>—____——_ 

hurried on my clothes, and then opening the Still In It 

door cried aloud fcr help. The farmers wife, a ot. , 

who was our temporary hostess, came clatter-| Bill Guthrie—Say, Mister, what’s the name 
ing upstairs in her huge sabots, and after her | of this yer town? 


Mr. Jackson Parke—This is Chicago. 

Bill Guthrie—Chicago yet? A man told me 
two days agoI wasin Chicago, and I’ve been 
drivin’ rignt along. 

Mr. Jackson Parke.—That’s right. 


came one of the other sisters. 

‘*Sister Agnes has fa‘nted,” I explained, as 
they opened the door. ‘‘Whatcan we do for 
her? ave you brandy?” 

They hastened to her side, and applied many 
restoratives, of which I knew nothing, but for 
along time without effect. 

“I must fetch a doctor,” I cried. ‘* Where 
can I find one?” 

The sister took out her watch. 

“Dr. Leneuill will be here in a few minutes 
to see you, monsieur,” she remarked. ‘Better 
née for him. Will Mons’eur lift her on to the 

I did so, and by and by the signs of life began 
slowly to reappear. The sister looked at me 
doubtfully. 

** Monsieur will pardon me,” she said, ‘‘ but 
if our dear sister's sudden illness had anything 
to do with him, would it not be better for him 
to retire fora while that she may not see him 
when she first opens her eyes? If Monsieur 
does not mind.” 

I turned away and left the room. Down- 

stairs in the farmhouse kitchen, with its tiled 
floor and p'ain deal furniture, there were more 
of the sisters weer but on my entrance they 
rose up silently and left the room. Left to my- 
self I tried to think quietly over what I hd 
just hea'd. But it wasimpossible! Nothing 
seemed clear. Everything was wrapped in 
mystery, and though a great load had gone 
from my heart and I felt hope once more flashin 
like qucksilver through my veins, it was a 
= I felt that I must know more or go 
mad. 
After a while our hostess came down with 
the news that Sister Agnes was better, and 
was sleeping. She made me sit down at a cor- 
ner of the table and eat some supper which she 
had been preparing, talking all the time volubly 
of the fire, of Sister Agnes, most dearly be'oved 
of all the sisters, and apologizing—quite need- 
lessly—for the poorness of the fare. i had not 
long finished when a message was brought 
down. Sister Agnes had recovered and was 
asking for me. 

I went upstairs at once, and when I stood b 
her side, I was shocked to see the change whic 
a few hours had made in her appearance. 
Something had gone from her face—the sweet, 
contemplative expression—and in its place her 
bright eyes were shining with anxiety, and her 
face was haggard and worn. She beckoned me 
close to her side. 

‘“*Ask me no questions,” she said hoarsely, 
grasping my coat sleeve with her thin, nervous 
fingers. ‘* Ask me no questions, but get ready 
to. Be a journey with me to-morrow. You 
w » 

“T will, Sister Agnes,” I answered, softly. 
“ Wherever you choose to take me.” 





Looking Out for Tiny's Interests, 


Mrs. Monthwed (to hardware clerk)—Will 
this stove cook cocoanut cake? 

Clerk— Yes’m ; it will cook anything. 

Mrs. Monthwed (to poodle)—-Be quiet, Tiny? 
Would it cook Tiny if he happened to jump 
into the oven? 

Cierk—I'm afraid it would, ma'am. 

Mrs. Monthwed— Well, I guess yoy’d better 
show me some other kind of a stove. 





Of Two Evils Choose the Least. 
Office Boy—Say ; dere’s a big slugger down- 
stairs as wants ter lick yer fer some’in’ yer said 
in der pacer; an’a little sad-eyed woman wid 
some poetry. 
Editor—Great snakes ! Show up the pugilist! 
— Wasp. 
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New Mexico for Consumptives. 

“TI think that New Mexico surpasses any 
locality for consumptives [I have jet visited, 
and I have been all over California, Colorado 
and the South, Sandwich Islands and much in 
Europe.” J. F. DANTER, M. D., 

M. vc. P. and S., Ont. 


De ta cma 


An Ideal Shattered. 


Muynd—Did you read that poem I marked 
for you? 

Miss Smatter— Yes. 

Mr. Muynd—What did you think of it? 

Miss Smatter—Oh, wasn’t it long! 





A Somewhat Tardy Rescuer. 

Voice (from the well)—Hilp! 

Sheehan—Is auny wan down there? 

Voice—Oi am ! 

She ehan—Pfwhat’s yure name ? 

Voice—Haizloran ! 

Sheehan— Well, Halloran, yez musty fell a 
mile t’ mek a hole like thot in th’ ground phin 
yez shtruck. 





A Badge of Respectability. 

Mrs. Cumso (to six-year-old daughter)—But 
are you sure that this jiitle girl you have been 
playivg with is of a respectable tamily ? 

Mavel—Oh, yes, indeed. Her papa and 
mawma have only one child. 








(To be Continued.) 
Murder in His Heart. 
: Hackett (savagely)—I want to get some rib- 
Excur nen, bon for my wife's dog. 
Special excursions to Cali‘ornia and Mexico, Clerk— Yes, sir. How will this do? 


at lowest rates, via the Great Wabash line, 
the shortest, best and quickest route to all 
west and south-western points. Pcopls who 
like solid comfort always travel via the Banner 
route, which runs the finest equipped ‘rains 
onearth. Ask — nearest ticket agent for 
tickets via this line. J. A. Richardson, Cana- 
- Passenger Agent, 28 Adelaide street east, 
oronto. 


Hackett—Do you think this will bear his 
weight ? 





Concealed 


Mrs. Ephraim (to her husband, who has just 
returned from her city cousin’s, where a party 
was held the night of his arrival)—Now, Eph, 
dew tell. What did the wimmen-folks wear ? 

Ephraim—I (puff) dunno (puff, puff), I didn’t 
look (puff, puff) under the table, 








Tormenting Tunes. 


Toa ponte possessed of a sensitive musical 
ear, and, indeed, to most people, whether so 
gifted or not, few things are more irrita’in 
than the constant recurrence in the mind o 
some popular musical catch. At first picked up 
half-unconsciously as a pleasing air, such tunes 
rapidly become a positive infliction, and tome- 
times effectually destroy all capacity for close 
eee to a subject for long periods at a 
time. 

The same peculiarity may bar oticed in almost 
any jngling rbyme, and the weil kaown 
“Punch, brothers, punch with care” of the 
American humorist, though, of course, greatly 
exaggerated, is an excellent example of the 
way ion which such verses occasionally run in a 
person’s head. Only quite recently a corres- 
pondent wrote to 7it Bits stating that after 
learning the whole of Pope’s Essay on Man, he 
found bimself constantly repeating portions of 





Carl Pretze)’s Philosophy. 

Der ting dot alvays hafe a moof on it vas der 
pooty gwick flea, 

Oxistance vas a gift too sacred to fool mit. 
Der feller dot vas u.ake it squander vas not 
more worth as last year ala anixes, 

Der great Arkidect of derooniferse dond hafe 
plaindy lofe for a feller who vas a great succeed 
a penne vhen he forgots who gafe him such 
uck, 








His Secret. 
Cholly—Wheah do you get shaved ? 
Chappie— Will you sweah nevah to give me 
away if f tell you asecwet? 
Choliy—I sweah. 
Chappie— Weil, I don’t get shaved at all. 





the poem, sometimes mentally, sometimes 
alou ib Ah! Where ? 

Most people have had the experience of some | ‘ They say Robinson has water on the brain.” 
such tune or rhyme coming into their head in ““ Where did he get it?” 


church, or some place where close attention is 
naturally required, and perhaps oe of the most 
annoying of untimely seasons is when tryin 
to add up acolumn of figures. Rarely indee 
will the result c.me out right in such circum- 


‘*What—the water?” 
** No—the brain.” 





> 


In the Plural. 


stances. “ nom \ 
_ Such songs as Hi, ti, bi and Where Did You ‘oe ? : soos He paeene Ras. shod = Matte 
Get Trat Hat. in fact almost on of the popular “* Pardon me, count, but you mean feat.” 
8 


refrains which are played, whistled and sung 
by every barrel organ, street boy and comic 
vocalist, are by far the worst offenders in this 
respect. Once a person ts a song of this de 
scription well settled in bis head, he may say 
good-bye to work until such time as it chooses 
to depart as mysteriously as it came. He 
whistles it unconsciously while thinking of it 
ali the time, and generally wishes he had 
nerer heard it. 

Most people remember the way in which 
White ings jumped into popular favor 
when it was published. It was instant! 
caught up, and fora long time could beh 
everywhere. Comrades is another instance 
of the same kind, and the jist might be 
Coteeny multiplied. Curiously enough, the 
works of great composers are not often treated 
in this manner, —e many of th m contain 
passages just of this lively nature. 

A very common and unpleasant time to think 
of these tunes is when trying to go to sleep, 
and then they become positively maddening. 
Sleeplessness at any time is enough, but 
sleeplessness with the addition of one of these 
airs is infinitely worse. Sometimes the un- 


‘““Oo-h! you climb it more zan once ¢” 








A Dangerous Place. 
“I haven't seen Maunders for a week or 


two.” 
sick. He went to a faith- 


“No; hes ver 
cure meeting and took a severe cold.” 





Consolation. 
“By thunder!” said the unhappy artist, 
they've skied me.” 
‘*Never mind, Henry,” said his wife; “all 
your last week's wash is on the line.” 





ES 





The Best Rule. 


Wilkins—Before you strike a man see that 
he deserves it. 

Billkins— Pooh ! 
that. 

Wilkins— What is it, pray? . 

Billkins—See that he is smaller than you.— 
Yankee Blade. i 


I have a better rule tkan 





For Dyspepsia 
USE HORSFORD’S ACID PHOSPHATE, 


Dr. Lorenzo Waite, Pittsfield, Mase., says - 
“From its use for a period of about eight 
weeks, to the exclusion of all other remedies, I 
attribute the restoration to health of a patient 
who.was emaciated to the last de gree, in con- 
sequence of nervous prostration and dyspepsia. 
This patient's stomach was in such an iiritable 
condition that he could not bear either liquid 
or solid food. An accomplish: d pbysician of 
many years’ experience, whom I called in cc a- 
sultation, pronounced his case an _incuralle 
one. At this stage I decided to use Horsfoid's 
Aad Fee which resulted as above men- 
tioned.” 





Return and Second 7 of The Frodigal 
on. 








iue people have no use for priccs 
that are not popular—neither have we. 
If we n ake a mistake in figures, we 
make it on the right side, the pur- 
chaser's side; we undershoot rather 
than overshoot the mark. A popular 
price means a low price; our low 
prices are a little lower than anybody 
else's. 

Now we ell carpets at popular prices. 
If you want to examine values that are 
values, just look at our 40c., 60c. and 
75c. Tapestries, 95c. Brussels and $1.50 
Wiltons. Thousands are buying them, 
and all say they’re the best in town. 

Everything for the home, 





CASH OR CREDIT ONS PRICE 


(. F. Adams’ Company 


HOME FURNISHINGS 
177 to 179 Yonge 8t., through to 6 Queen St. East 
C.S.CORYELL, Mer. ‘Tel. 2233 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING 


EPP’S COCOA 


BREAKFAST 


“By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which 
govern the operations of digestion and nutrition, and by » 
careful gporetien of the fine properties of well-selected 
Cocoa, Mr. Epps has provided our breakfast tables with » 
delicately flavored beverage which may save ue many heavy 
doctors’ bills. It 1s by the judicious use of such articles of 
diet that a constitution may be gradually built up until 
strong enough to resist every tendency to disease. Hun- 
e maladies are floating around us ready to 
point. We may escape 


dreds of su 
attack wherever there is a weak 
many a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with 
pose Beek and a properly nourished frame.”—Civil Service 
e. 
Made simply with boiling water or milk. Sold only iv 
packets by Grocers, labelled thus : 


JAMES EvPS & CO. , Homeopathic Chemists 
London, England. 


KOFF NO MORE 


WATSON’S COUGH DROPS 


Are the best in the world for the Throat and Chest and for 
2 Voice. UNEQUALLED. R. & T. W. stamped on each 
p. 


HEREWARD SPENCER & C0. 


Tea and Cofee Merehants 
634 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


TELEPHONE 1807 


Agency, 291 College Street 
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Three Little Spectres. 


It boards could only speak what yarns those 
uet’s wharf could spin! At 
ad various rendezvous—the 
river itself when there wa; yood skating; the 
achorl yard where “one old cat” monopolized 
our limbs and lungs; and then, when all the 
earth lay knee-deep in snow we would hie us 
Bat during 
these long summér days when sliding, snow- 
m possi- 
r excel- 
jence; and there from early morning until long 
of recreant 
small fry might turn their steps with pretty 
fair chances of alighting upon the delinquents. 
‘Yaese unexpected maternal visitations were 


old planks of Bo 
other seasons we 


to the Ramparts for tobogganing. 


shoeing and the like were practical 
bilities, Bosquet’s was our bivouac pa 


afier sunset, mothers in search 


at times fraught with much embarrassment. 
for our appearance, as 3 general rule, reminde 


one ra'har forcibly of that peculiar style of 
garniture so much affect2d by our first parents 
id hap- 
pen to be clothed and in our right mind it was 
ten chances to one that we were piffing away 
at a piece of cane, provided there wa3 no pipe 


in E ten before the fali, and then if we 


to be procured. . 

Apart from the wharf itself, which was such 

a c spital place to dive off, there were other and 

cogent reasons that made it dear to our small 

boy hearts. For one thing, the beach was 
ssndy and you could wada out for quite a dis- 
tance, 80 that even the very, very little chaps 
could participate in the fun. Besides that, the 
gesat piles of lumber with which the wharf 
wa3 covered, renderei it the best spot imagin- 
able for a gam:3 of kick the wicket; and by 
abstracsfiog some of the boards from the 
center of the piles we arranged some firat- 
rate imoromptu dressing rooms. Not that 
our clothes were of such costly material that 
we feared they might be s‘olen if left promis- 
cuously about. Dear me, no! There was little 
enougo of them in all sense and that little 
much bepatched. But between us and the 
town French boys—Pea Soups, we used to call 
them—there existed a feud of such long stand- 
ing that it almost rivalled that no‘orious 

Montague-Capulet controversy, both for its 
antiquity and for the vigor with which it was 
cirried on; and there were instances upon 
record where, while we with never a care nor 
an outer garm2nt were disporting ourselves in 
tne river, some of our wily foes had lain ruth- 
les? hands npon our habiliments, and, not con- 
tent with knotting them so effectually that at 
ieast a qiarter ofan hour’s tussle tooth and 
nail was for us a foregone coaclusion, they had 
prozeeded to even further extremities and, 
hiving wrappeG them about a stone of good 
proportions, had consigned the entire bundle 
to a watery grava from which subsequently, 
with many vows of vengeance, we rescued 
them piecemeal. 

But afcer all, the greatest attraction the old 
warf held for us was that, from being situated 
within the town limits, it was a prohibited 
bithing plat: and a placard posted co spicu- 
o1sly proclaimed that all who bathed there 
should b> * prosecuted with the utmost rigor 
of the law.” 

Wnaen this edict made its appearance some 
tire Jute morning, far from dampening our 
ardor, it lent an additional piquancy to our ab- 
fusions. At all events, save in the most liseral 
sense of th3 term, it threw no cold water on 
tham; for, having in previous encounters 
giuz:d to a nicety the valor and running 
p) wvers of our towa's solitary policeman, there 
was just enough dare deviltcy in the matter to 
preserve us from ennui. 

But the sp2ctres! Why, I was forzetting all 
ab»wut them. Well, one afternoon we hai veen 
down there swimming, as usual, and seated 
about the wharf in various stages of dishabille 
we were making our toilets prior to returning 
home, when suddenly a little brother of mine, 
wh») was rejoicing ia the possession of a new 
straw hat, I recollec*, called our attention toa 
peculiarly shaped and most ominous looking 
cloud which was bearing down upon us from 
the west. 

We all examined it critically and not without 
reazon, for a: clouds z» in our part of the 
country it was decidedly out of the general 
ran. ln one respect it formed a striking con- 
trast to his Satanic Majesty, for, waile it is 
zenerally aimitted that even he is not so black 
as he occ si onall? is painted, I have yet to see 
th: p'cture in which there is exhibited a cloud 
ofas inky a hue as this one. Its shape was 
also most a ar ani it cane sweeping on 
toward us like some monstrous ball poised in 
mid-air. 

‘That chap means business!” one youthful 
seer remarked as he tied his shoestrings with 
an ad iitional dezree of haste. It was evident 
to all of us that it was going to rain ‘cats and 
do zs,’ and hatit not bean for Shadrac’ in a'l 
probability we should have speedily made 
tracks for home. Bat Shedrach was uaofortu- 
nately poe ised of a bump of aiventure of 
unusual developm2nt, and when he suggested 
tht it would be no end of a lark to stay in the 
water during the storm, jus’ to see how it fel>, 
you know, Meshach and I, Abednego, volun- 
teered to bear him company. Some of the 
bigzer fellows warned us that it was sheer 
midness to attempt it ; but we were not to be 
turned from our intention by any advices of 
theirs; so, sexing that there was no use in 
arguing the matter further, they retired to 
on3 of the lu nber piles where, rabbit-like, we 
hid burrowed an opening large enough to 
accommodate our entire pirty, and from this 
secure and 7 coign of vantage they expect- 
antly awaited developments. And after all, 
what isthare mre delightful than watching an- 
other's discomfiture when one’s self is well out 
of hurm’s wav? One only needs to be able to 
add truthfully an “1 told you so” to the dis- 
com ‘ted's already overflowing cup to make the 
ecstasy complete. 

To tell the truth, it was not without grim 
forerxodings that, sitting on the edge of the 
wharf, ws regarded affairs ourselves. But in 
an evil hour we had voluntesreid to make the 
experimant, and we were not going to back 
down for anything short of a tornado, not with- 
staniing the fact that, as the newspap>re say 
of — in Europe, ‘‘the ou*look was very 
a ur Ang 

A great hush fell apes us ; nobody spoke for 
& mom ‘nt or two, and the river ley there with- 
ou'aripple. The cloud was now directly over- 
head, and the air was hot and sultry. Sud- 
denly it grew dark and then, heralded by a 
gleam of lightning and a tremendous peal of 
thunder, broke upon our heads, 

And thei the wind! Whew! how it did 
blow during the next five minutes. The very 
first gust made off with my small brother's hat, 
and though from the lumber pile he called on 
m2 with tears to save it from such an untimely 
end, under the cireumatances I fel: obliged to 
decline. Why, within half a minnte the whole 
river was churned into fury, the ‘va*er hissin 
and seething as though it were boiling hot, an 
p ereatly no less than three upturned row- 

>»ats were driven past us down the stream. 
Old Bosquet los" a sma!l fortune that day, for 

the planks composing the lumber piles were 
blown away like so many feathers. How we 
ever escaved being struck by some of them 
seems a marvel to me; and how we ours:lves 
ware not blown off the wharf seem even more 
miracu'ous, We had strong arms, thank for- 
tune, and b-acing our-elves as beat we could, 

we clang to it like grim death. I have a dim 

recollection of seeing the other boys scramble 

out of the lumber p'le asi‘ began to fall, but 
where they found shelter and how they 
reached home we did not know until after- 
ward. Indeed, it was as much as we could do 
to keep track of ourselves, And then to cap 
the climax it began to hail! Some of the stones 
weee the size of a ‘ pee wee" marb'e, and ther 
eu; into our skins like so many thousan 

nedles, Talk about ducks dincing ona red: 
hot floor—why, that couldn’t hoid a candle to 
the can-can we three executed, A’ length ir 
bicame unbearable, and a part'cu'arly well 
developed stone having hit Shadrach with 
t'l'ing effect, he then and there gave vo'ce to 
his intention of starting for home instanter. 

“tome?” we echoed, casting a significant 

s'ance at our lack of garniture. 





















































** Yes, home,” he cried, ‘‘and you fellows had 
better coms too!” And, suiting the action to 
the word, off the three of us started at a speed 
which would have done credit to a mustang 
bev par chanced to have a band of cowboys in 

ull cry. 

Luckily our way lay across some meadows, 
and there were no houses to be passed, for 
Shadrach’s father was a Government official 
and had his quarters in the barracks, which 
were sifvated near the river, some three hun- 
dred yards fromthe wharf. In the olddaysthey 
had been as fine a pile of buildings as were to 
be found anywhere in Canada, but now that no 
regiment was stationed there they were falling 
into sed decay. Some of the town’s poor occu 
~y the men’s quarters ; but a woman’s hand 

ad metamorphosed the old mess rooms and 
had robbed them of their old-time gauntness 
and military precision, This was Shadrach’s 
home, and toward it we scampered at break- 
neck speed. 

Now, in the rooms directly about Shadrach’s 
lived an old seamstress with a bevy of her 
orphan grandchildren. She was a worthy old 
creature and most devout, but none the less 
superstitious for all that. Since the storm 
broke she had been oe the fears of her 
young brood as best she could, being greatly 
alarmed herself. And at just about the same 
time that we set out from Bosquet’s one of 
the windows at the head of the staircase burst 
op2n and began to slam. If that window were 
to remain open the old dame knew that there 
would be no end of damage done, so, as none 
of her grandchildren would stir hand or foot, 
she pluckily set out to close it herself. It was 
just at this very moment that, panting and 
dripping wet, we burst into the house and tore 
breathlessly a'ong the lower corr.dor. We 
were only visible to her for an instant as we 
rushed past, but the slight glimpse she caught 
of us was quite sufficient. With a muttered: 
‘ Mon Dieu !” she dropped upon her knees and 
clutched instinctively at her rosarie for preser- 
vation. 

Doubtleis she tells the tale to this day of 
how, when that awful storm was at its height, 
three spactres, clammy and ghastly, appeared 
to herin thelongcorridor. She regaled her 
grandchildren with all the details of it that 
night and her neighbors upon the first oppor- 
tuaity. Her story, witha ers common 
to all yarns, lost nothing, and by this time I 
have no doubt it has became an accepted fac: 
that, when there is a storm raging and the cor- 
ridors grow dark, by the flashes of lightning 
the three spectres may b2 seen dancing, with 
the thunder-claps for an accompaniment. 

As for us, once Shadrach’s door closed behind 
us, with all due speed we jumped into bed and 
then called lustily for—clothes Presently 
when the ladies came to our aid, they found us 
laughing so that the bed fairly shook beneath 
us 


But there ware othersa—three women at a'l 
events —to whom our escapade hail proved no 
laughing matter. And when at length the 
storn had spent itself, and clad in extempor- 
ary costumes, Meshach and I set out for 
hone, in two houses there were mothers 
waiting, from whose hearts as they first 
caught sight of us there went up a glad 
“Think God!” 

Osher youngsters disport themselves at 
Bosquet’s now, and we, the whilom small fry, 
have grown quite digniiied and staid. Nowa- 
days our aquatic exercises are pe ved confined 
to the bathtub, but it does not follow that we 
are one whit less foolhardy than of yore, 
though our manner of evincing the fact has 
changed considerably ; while as for being hap- 
pier— well, however it may have fared with the 
other “spestre:,” for one of them there is no 
face to watch at the window now nor kiss to 
welcome home, Acton Davies 

_—_—_—_—s— ee 

CONGRATULATIONS.—Th:; larg2 numnber of 
letters of thanks and congratulations received 
from every part of the D>minion is a suffiz‘ent 
proof of the effi:acy of the new Hair Restorer 
*Capilline.” Try it and you will never use any 
o her. 

[nee eee eh i rm NR PID 
Fair Fare. 

The Talkative Passenger—What kind of a 
fair are you ging to have in ninety-three, any 
way? 

The Chicago Restaurateur—Oh, much the 
same as usua', I guess. Raat beef, pork, ham, 
bacon, eggs, beef steak, fried liver. 





Never. 


“Do you believe Ward MacAlilister is dis- 
gusted with the returns from his book?” 

**No, indeed. Mac would never quarrel with 
royaltie?.” 








A Chilliag Reception. 

‘“‘Waat did you do on earth?” asked Saint 
Peter of tho latest arrival. 

**Towned several flat houses, and lived off 
the income from them.” 

‘Then I'm afraid you wouldn't be happy in 
Heaven. You see, we take children here. 
oe into the elevator, It is abou to go 

own, 





She Wondered. 
Maud—D> you play chess, Mr. Lingard ? 
ar L'ngard—No; what made you think I 


Maud—Nothing; only it seems to take you 
forever to make a move. 





The Inside Facts. 

Tom Bigbee—I can't see, my boy, what you 
can find to do with a valet. 

Howell Gibbon—Wel!l, I don't, old man, 
doncherkoow. But he knows what to do with 
me ! 

ea — eee 
Veritable Antique. 

His Mamma—I suppose this young lady you 
are in love with is of some good old family ? 

Van Rentsy—Oh, yes,mamma! One of the 
oldest in Chicago. 








A Decided Slur. 


‘lam no particular friend of the Italians; 
but I do draw the line at one thing.” 

** And what is that?” 

‘“* Why, this report of the railroad accident. 
It says: ‘Toree Men Kiiled! and Twenty- 
seven Italians.’” 





To Avoid Errors. 
Never judge a maiden by the beauty of her hair ; 


Never jnaee a chappie by his ever-vacant stare ; 
Never j 1dge a banker by the jingle of his change ; 
Never judge a cook-maid by the blacking on the range ; 


Never j.1dge a landlord by the smallness of his rente ; 
Io fast, in all things keep your judgment ever in suspense. 


He Knew. 


** Dinguss is a man of expensive habits, is he 
not, Shadbolt ?” 

“Yes. Dinguss' habits since I haye been 
acquainted with him-have cost me one hun- 
dred and fifty-six dollars, without counting a 


e2nt for interest.”—Chicago Tribune, 


A Vice-Versa 

Visitor (to inhabitant of very small village)— 
But surely you must fiad it very dull ere, 
never getting any news rs. ow d’you 
know what's going on in London for instance? 

Inhabitant—Eh, mon! but dinna ye ken that 
th’ folk in Lunnon are jist as ignorant o' what's 
gaun on wi’ us? 











Kick ng Cos's 
* Look here,” said an excited man to a drue- 
gist, . you gave me morphine for quinine this 
~o so,” replied the drageiat. “Then 
vou owe me twenty-five cents. Taat’s the dif- 
ference in the price.” —Brooklyn Life, 

















































































A Give-Away. 


locked up, was dressed in men’s attire? 


ing her shoes, 
udge— How did _ detect it then? 
OUfficer—She asked me for a hairpin ! 





Sweet Revenge. 


with them. 
Hoffman Howes— How? 
Howell Gibb »n—I sha’n’t go. 





Personal Experience. 


Edward Hanlan, champ'on oarsman, says 
‘For muscular 
found St. Jacobs 


ence.” 








An Important Point, 


‘“*It is rumored in Chicago that the E wperor 


Willian is coming over to the World’s Fair.” 
** Um—ah—as an exhibit or as a visitor?” 





Sohmer Pianos. 


The popularity ot these delightful instru- 
ments is instanced by the fact that there are 
now a very large number of them in the houses 
A great 
many are Parlor, Baby and Bijou Grands, for 
which the Sohmer Company is so justly cele- 


of leading musicians of Toronto. 


brated. To hear the tone is to be charmed. 
Messrs. A. T. Button & Co., 107 Yonge street, 
are the sole representatives and are also agents 
for the renowned New York Weber and the 
popular Uxbridge Pianos. 
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Look Before You Leap ; 
OR, HOW A DOG OVERREACHED HIMSELF, 
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The Conversation in a Jewel Case. 
The Turquoise Ring—She is asleep, is she 


not? 
The Wedding Ring 


—Yes—by the way Turq, 
why are we all taken off to-night? I don't 
understand it. 


The Turquoise Ring (meekly)—She has not 
worn me for a long, Jong time. (Meditatively) 
Ab, I somnaanner the Coos ~ nt me on, 
She was a happy, la ng-eyed ¢ then. 
How delighted she was, Her father bought 
me for her. It was on her birthday. She wore 
me for six years, and then one day a young 
man took me to Tiffany’s, and w I came 
back she put me away and-— 

The Diamond Ring—And put me on instead 
I remember the evening. ran to the light 
to see me sparkle on her hand. She has never 
been as paper since that day as she was then. 

The Wedding Ring—Bah! She was thrice as 
happy the day she put me on for the first time. 
I remember it well; the church, the 
flowers, the mus'‘c, and her white dress, She 
was lovely. That was eight years ago. In 
tru'h she Les never been as happy since as she 
was then, But what has she taken us-.off for 
to night? Itis the first time since I was put 
on her finger, and I did her a good service once. 
It was when that tall fellow with the 


eyes—— 
The Diamond Ring— Yes, I remember, 
The Wedding Ring—She got to the door with 
her things all on, the carr’ age wait and 
the tall man standing by it, when she suddenly 


Judge—Officer, you say this woman, when 


Officer—-Yes, sir; but I didn’t suspect her 
sex until this morning, when she was button- 


Howell Gibbon—The Uppen-Uppe's haven't 
invited me to their bail, bat T shall get square 


ains in the limbs, I have 
ila reliable remedy. Its re- 
sults are the most beneficial, and I have plea- 
sure in recommending it from personal experi- 
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held up her hand and looked at me. Then she 
burst into tears and ran bak into the house. 

The Diamond no Big maged ! You are senti 
mental. I wanted her to go on. They were 
going to travel in Europe and settle down fin- 
ally in Italy. [t would have been lots of fun 
for me, 

The Turquoise Ring—But I was to have been 
left behind and would never have seen her 

ain. Now it is my turn once mo-e. This 
afternoon she came to me and kissed me, and 
cried over me, and told me that to-morrow she 
would begin wearing me again, and that you 
two were to be taken off forever. It isa thing 
that they call divorce that has done it. I'm 
sure I don’t know what it i+, but I'm very 
hankful for it. 


Las Vegas Hot Springs 
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Tnese springs are easily accessible by the 
Santa Fe railroad, in about forty hours from 
Chicago in a luxurious coach and over a smooth 
roadbed 

The springs are numerous and the water is 
of all temperatures (from hot to cool), and has 
a great reputation for the cure of rheumatism, 
gout, gravel, skin diseases, catarrh, lith- 
iasis, etc. 

There is no malaria there, and the location is 
delightful at any time of the year. The climate 
of that high altitude, is invigorating, render- 
ing the baths doubly beneficial. Accommoda- 
tions ample and reasonable. 

References—Profs. W. S. Haines, W. H. By- 
ford, A. Reeves Jackson, R. N. Isham, E. An- 
drews, D. R. Brower, T. S. Hoyne. Drs. J. J. 
Ransom, Chas. Gilman Smith, E. J. Doening J. 
F. Todd, D. T. Nelson, T. C. Duncan, J. F. 
Danter and others, 

Write for book and see analysis of the water, 
and the many testimonials. 

For particulars as to routes,trains, rates, etc.. 
to any of the above points mentioned, address 
any Santa Fe R. R. ticket office, or 

212 CLaRK STREET CHICAGO. 
261 BRoADWAY, NEw YORK. 
332 WASHINGTON STREET Boston. 
J. N. Bastepo, 40 YonGE Srreet, Toronro. 








Reciprocity. 
Coen (tragically)—Aha! und so I haf peen 
nursing a snake in mine boson. 
Loewenstein—How vas dot? 
Cohen —Here I haf paid your car-fare at leasd 
four dimes, und now you refuse to lend me a 
fife-tollar bill. 


WHY DO YOU WEAR CORSETS 


Which ™* 
Make 

you look 

as though 
you had 
Been Cut 
out of a 
Wooden 

Block with 


Jack knife : 
FEATHERBON 


CORSETS give to the re that Symmetrica Beauty 
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© GORDS IN 10 HOURS, 
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Antisopties, Surgical Dressings 





i) bi 
) 
| 





















Sanitary Towels, Rubber Bandages, Ab- 


dominal Belts and Fresh Vaccine 
Always in stock at 


FLETT’'S DRUG STORE 
482 Queen Street West 
Velephone 664.° 


FOOD AND TONIC 
PEPTONIZED 


are receiving benefit from 


Price 25c. per bottle 
For sale by all 
druggists. 













DO 
want a 


bined form? 





ticle, and hundreds 






daily, 
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A Freak of Fate, by the Earl of Desart: 
Katharine by the Tower, by Walter — 
The World, the Flesh and the Devil, by Miss 
Braddon ; In the Heart of the Storm, by the 
author of The Silence of Dean Maitland, are 
among the late issues in the popular Red Let- 
ter Series, and can be had at all bookstores, 

“What on earth is Jimmie cryi 
now?” asked papa. ce 

‘He wants to give his gold tish a bath,” re- 
turned mamma. 











THE MOST SEVERE ATTACK OF 


RHEUMATISM 


Instantly relieved and permanently cured by 


NINE O’CLOCK OIL 


_ Prepared by DR. H. P. WILKINS, Toronto, Ont. 
25 cents per bottle. All Druggiste. 













J. PICOT, Paris, SOLE PROPRIETOR. 


LESSIVE 


mw Forail 
§ purpsoes 
for which 
Soap is 




















any known article for 
Washing & Cleaning. 


For sale by Grocers and Druggists Everywhere, 
FACTORY IN MONTREAL, 


EVANS AND SONS, SOLE AGENTS. 


an \ou Believe tt? 


We know it is hard to believe, and yet it is 
true, that every day persons who ask for 
CarRTER’s LirtLE Liver Prius, have handed 
out to them something which looks like 

| C-A-R-T-E-R.-’-S, and yet is not. 

They are put up in a RED wrapper, and they 
closely imitate ‘“‘C-A-R-T-E-R--S” in general 
appearance. But it isa fraud!!! 

The unsuspecting purchaser who wants 
Carter's Litre Liver Prius because he 
knows their merit, and is sure of their virtues, 
goes home with a fraud and imitation in his 


pocket. 





HEED THE WARNING. 


Don’t be deceived and do not be imposed 
upon with an imitation of what you want, 
You want Carter's LittLe Liver PILLs, be- 
cause you know their value and their merit, 
Tey NEVER Fat 

When you go to buy a bottle of CaRTER’s 
LirrLe Liver Prtts, ask for ‘“‘C-A-R-T-E-R'S,” 
be sure you get ‘“‘C-A-R-T-E-R-’-S,” and take 
nothing but the genuine CarrTerR’s LITTLE 
LIvER PILLs, 


A POSITIVE CURE FOR 
SICK HEADACHE 


Small Pill Small Dose Smail Price 


apa 


ENNETT & \ é 
72 QuEEN St. East 
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BATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to ite readers. 
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Our Christmas Number. 


The Christmas Number of SaturpDAy Nieut, 
now almost completed, will be issued about 
December 1. It contains a greater number of 
more beautiful illustrations than any previous 
edition. The stories are of unusual interest 
and have been handsomely illustrated by the 
best Canadian artists. The poetical portion of 
the number will certainly be considered a 
credit to Canadian literature. Altogether 
there will be forty-four pages of reading mat- 
ter and pictures, and the pictorial supplement 
is admitted by everyone who has seen it to be 
the most magnificent thing ever issued with a 
newspaper. The English and Parisian papers 
have never had, and have not this year, any- 
thing of such artistic merit or of richness and 
«softness of color. The price of the number 
will be as last year, 50c. Those desiring it can 
receive it by mail, carefully packed in a tube, 
postage free, by sending a half a dollar to the 
Sheppard Publishing Company, Limited. 








The Drama. 


URING the frst 
half of this 
week the near- 
est approach to 
a dramatic per- 
formance in To- 
ronto was the 
tank drama at 
Jacobs & Spar- 
row’s. This 
dreary tale of 
crime, diluted 
with luke warm 
water, has been 

7 presented by a 
thin and watery company. At the Grand dur- 
ing the first half of the week the Duff Opera 
Company with the pretty girls presented operas 
which, though they were funny, one needed 
to take one’s common sense off with one’s over- 
coat to thoroughly enjoy. During the last 
half of the week, however, we have had at the 
Grand a truly fine legitimate comedy, The Last 
Word, translated from the German by 
Augustin Daly. Ada Rehan is now winning 
great applause in this comedy in London, Eng., 
but the leading lady of thecompany playing this 
afternoon and to-night is not far behind Rehan 
in this play. The brilliant work of Miss 
Ffolliott Paget as Aunt Jack last season is 
well remembered and she is a comedienne of 
high order. Her performance will be more 
fully spoken of next week. Another 
variety farce has been at the Academy 
during the last three nights of this 
week, and the long-suffering, weary theater- 
goer cries out “‘How long?” Frank Daniels 
and Miss Sanson are psinstaking, funny 
people in kind, but Little Puck with its noise 
and crude colors gives one a headache. For 
this afternoon, however, something new and 
well promising is announced, a double bill of 
Buckstone’s comedy, The D-ad Shot and The 
Attorney. These comedies are a distinct ad- 
vance on Little Puck and should be interesting. 

. 

The air is full of the cries of reformers of the 
drama, The latest production to fall under the 
busy pen of the female nation purifier is the 
time-honored melodrama, Punch and Judy. I 
think that this well mixture of comedy and 
crime might have been spared, but a lady 
writer in Babyhood denounces it in scathing 
terms. It is said to pollute the pure minds of 
babes and sucklings with loose views on the 
subject of crime, and to render craven blithe 
young souls by implanting fears in them with 
its spectacle of the murder haunted by wooden- 
headed ghosts. To be sure, the creator of 





Punch had evidently no more _ inten. 
tion of drawing a moral portrait than 
Shakespeare when he created Falstaff. 


But surely the moral is patent, Does not the 


drama plainly teach that the way of the trans- 
gressor is hard, atid does not the alligator 
ultimately eat the miserable, remorseful, 
spectre-haunted Punch? And of late the 
horror thing has been mitigated. Punch 
does not kill the baby at all, and his other vic- 
tims are slaughtered in a less horrible way 
The last time I saw the skow, which is elastic 
as to changes in form asa variety farce, his 
victims were a nigger, a Chinaman and a 
policeman, and they were each killed by being 
thrust into a sausage machine, and the sausages 
they made were respectively black, tawny, 
with a pig-tail at the end of the string, 
and blue with garnishings of brass buttons, I 
guess the scenes of Punch and Judy are no 
more fearful than some in Uncle Tom's Cabin, 
but women have got to have their little kick. 
It is rumored that Tom, Tom tie 
Piper's Son and The Cow Jumped Over the 
Moon are to be expurgated from the volumes 
of juvenile poetry, on account of the pig-steal- 
ing episode and the immorality of the cat who 
ran away with the spoon. 
7 

The Ben Hur company has by this time got 
the rouge and powder washed off its collective 
face. Itis with regret I believe that many of 
the members parted with their complexions, 
They lost with the paint the distingue air 
which it gave them where’er they went, As 


you walked on King street you would notice in 
the distance some 
derby-coated 
young man or 
fashionably at- 
tired young lady 
walking with an 
air of hauteur and 
elation, and you 
would mentally 
remark, ‘“ Here 
comes a_ stage- 
struck Ben Hur- 
rist,” and when 
the person came 
closer the  be- 
daubed face would 
confirm your sur- 
mise. Hamilton 
is all agog over 
the same affair, 
and some of the 
good people of 
that righteous 
town are object- 
ing to one of the 
tableaux as_ir- 
reverent. But 
this is not surprising, I know people who 
think ‘it irreverent to bring the devil on in 
Faust. Perhaps it isa relic of the savage re- 
ligion which conciliates gods who work evil, 
which makes respectable citizens so jealous 
for the devil's dignity. But, speaking of the 
Ben Hur performers, what a good thing it was 
that the cold snap didn’t come last week. The 
horrible results here depicted might have come 
to pass and the dignity of our fine young men 
who needed no “symmetricals” to act as 
Roman Soldiers been spoiled. ToUcHSTONE. 








DRAMATIC NOTES. 

Those who compose strange tales about 
Sarah Bernhardt say that when things go 
wrong on the stage she waits until the curtain 
goes down, and then adopts one of three ways 
to relieve her feelings. She strikes the stage 
carpenter with the heaviest thing that she can 
lift, has fainting fits, accompanied by most 
dangerous symptoms, or calls her managers in 
and discharges them. 

It is probable that she did all those things in 
New York the other night, for the performance 
was a peculiarly trying one. Theodora was the 
piece, and everything went wrong. The actor 
who played Andreas made frantic signals for 
some one to shut off the draught that was pour- 
ing on him from the wings. The Frenchmian’s 
wise dread of what he calls the current of air 
was not a sufficient excuse. This actor was 
talking to the woman who had ruined his pros- 
pects, and at the same time had about him 
numerous stab wounds, and contained in his 
midst deadly poison administered by her. To 
worry about a draught under those circum- 
stances was dea‘ h to realism. 

But there was something much more bitter 
than that in Mme. Bernhardt’scup. Her fine 
actor, Duquesne, who was to play the part of 
her husband, the Emperor Justinian, and who 
played Scarpia in Toronto, had been discharged 
by her that day in a fit of tantrums. 

Far from being crushed, M. Duquesne went 
bome and put on an Evening Sun hat and a 
dress coat without any tails, one of the sort 
commonly known as Tuxedo. Then he came 
placidly back and took up his stand before the 
footlights. 

Whoever is not an artist can never know how 
Bernhardt felt. In fact, she is so much more 
ofan artist that anybody else that only the 
shade of the late Rachel could appreciate her 
feelings as she saw the man who had been 
playing Lahire to her Joan of Arc and Scarpia 
to her Tosca, clothed in a tail-less dress coat, 
and critically gazing at her from beneath the 
rim of his Evening Sun hat. 

Aftera while M. Duquesne left the theater 
by Mme. Bernhard’t special request, but every- 
thing had been spoiled for the evening by that 
time. 

An asylum for the orphans of actors is one of 
the possibilities in New York. It is said to 
have the actors’ fund behind it. Miss Mabel 
Eaton, an Omaha girl, who has been studying 
a‘ the Chicago conservatory for two years, 
has been engaged by Augustin Daly. She bas 
gone to New York toenter Mr. Daly's company. 
Augustus Thomas and Sidney Rosenfeld are 
to colaborate in a play for Nat Goodwin. 


John D. Gilbert, the funny man of The High 
Roller, has left that ill-fated scow, which went 
on to the rocks as was predicted in these 
columns. He joined Corinne at Toronto last 
week. By the way, Mrs. Kimball has begun 
suit in the Chicago courts for a divorce from 
her husband on the grounds of desertion. The 
title of the case is Rosylpha J. Flaherty vs. 
Thomas Flaher'y. But then Corrinne Flaherty 
is just as pretty as Little Corrinne, 


The critic of the Chicago Daily Press, speak- 
ing of the habit of grand opera singers of rest 
ing four nights out of seven, says: “There is 
@ great deal of fuss and feathers over the 
amount of labor an operatic artiste performs in 
the singing of an important role. 

** Allof which is. the most arrant nonsense 
that the dear public was ever asked to believe 
in. 

‘*The cold, bald truth is that there is not on 
the lyric stage a star who does one-fifth the 
work of an ordinary dramatic star. Look at 
Bernhardt. Did Patti under any circumstances, 
anywhere, at any time, do the work that the 
French actress accomplished here during her 
last engagement, when she gave ten perform- 
ances in one week? Will any musical crank— 
the rankest of all rank cranks permitted to 
dwell upon this earth—pretend for a moment 
that Pattis performances are more exhausting 
and fatiguing to the artiste than Bernhardt’s? 

‘* The pretensions and the airs that operatic 
artistes give themselves are among the most 
tiresome things of this world. And this re- 
fers to concert singers as well. I do not now 
recall that Iever heard one of our great so- 
pranos in concert—with the possible exception 
of Patti—sing as simple a ballad as the Sua- 
nee River without holding the music in front 
of her. The great ones do this, and their 
weaker sisters follow their foolish example. 

“Tt is a silly custom and should be reformed. 

“Perhaps the gone but not forgotten Emma 
Abbott could not sing, but she made millions 
think she could, and many of these signorinas 





































































day romancists may take with it. 


would do well, financially and artistically, by 
dropping their silly ideas and following the ex- 
ample -of the plucky little American woman 
who often sang eight times a week without a 
murmur.” 

Minna Gale, formerly of the Booth and Bar- 
rett Company, who has just bezun auspiciously 
her career as a star, is forever fighting that 
enemy of the actress—an over-plus of flesh. In 
the past she resorted to the most strenuous 
measures to ‘‘ keep herself down,” and worried 
and brooded over the subject until, except for 
the natural perversity of such things, she 
ought to have grown beautifully less in size. 
Now she apparently has no cause to grieve, but 
that dreadful spectre, a fat ‘‘Juliet,” still 
haunts her as an awful possibility. Can we 
wonder at it? A couple of weeks ago Clara 
Morris produced broad smiles on the faces of 
her audience here in the last act of Camille by 
turning back the sleeves of her peignoir from a 
pair of noticeably robust arms that looked as if 
they could fell an ordinary man to earth, and 
murmuring in tremulous, consumptive tones of 
surprise as she regarded them pathetically : 
** Why, how thin they are!” 


Lillian Russell's latest pose is that ot the 
fond mamma. Her photographs taken with 
her little daughter hanging over her shoulder, 
and a devoted mother smile lingering about 
the lips of the cantatrice, are touching in the 
extreme, and she babbles artlessly to the inter- 
viewer and the casual acquaintance of little 
Lillian ad nauseam. She is evidently going to 
be maternal this winter with a vengeance, and 
I feel sure that by spring we shall no longer 
need Mrs. Kendal as an example and pattern 
of all the domestic virtues bound up with the 
dramatic art in the pe sonality of a charming 
actress. 

The fantastic pranks of typos are truly un- 
accountable. Last week in Detroit a pro- 
gramme printer made the name of actor Errol 


Dunbar appear Dun Leyer, and now comes 
along another of the same sort who transforms 


dramatic author De Mille to Doc Miller. That 


Detroit proof reader who made singing con- 
tingent (speaking of a recent performance of a 
Wagner opera) surging contingent, possibly 
builded better than the writer whose copy he 


manipulated. 


Mr. Stuart Robson’s profits from the present 
season promise to be larger than they have 
Wonder if May Waldron will con- 


ever been. 
tinue to draw a salary, now that she is Mrs, 
Robson ! 

Camille D’Arville has come to America again. 


She is recalled as the tall English woman who 
once made Lillian Russell jealous when the 
pair were together in The Queen’s Mate. D'Ar- 
ville came back with her husband, whois one 
of the Wilson brothers, variety acrobats. She 
is to sing Maid Marian in Robin Hood with the 


Bostonians. 


Shirley France in his younger days barn- 
stormed the country like many another “ poor 


player ” who later came to riches and renown. 


During one of these old-time tours the com- 
pany got into a little town where the theater 
The first day there 
was a rehearsal, and after that was over 
Shirley strolled outside and sat himself, down 


adjoined the cemetery. 


to think over some new business for his part. 


Workmen were mending the cemetery fence 


and a number of grave stones had been taken 
up and ranged in a row against the theater. 


As the actor was taking note of the gruesome 


array a gentleman who had some business with 
the company came along and addressed him : 
‘** Beg pardon, sir, but can you direct me to 
the stage door?” 
“* Fourth tombstone to the right,” replied the 
comedian with a gloomy, stranger-like wave of 
the hand. 


Mr. Daniel Frohman, speaking of the health 
of actors the other day, said: 
once about eight years ago, when Mme. Mod- 
jeska was playing under my management. 
We were billed to open in Baltimore in As 
You Like It. 
night Mme. Modjeska sent word to me that 
she was so ill that she could not leave her bed. 
Later in the day she rallied and sent word that 
she would play. She was driven to the stage 
in a close carriage, and her husband and a doc- 
tor stood at the wings to receive her as she 
came off after the first act. She fell into her 
husband's armsin a dead faint, and was car- 
ried to her dressing-room, Fortunately she 
had taken the precaution of putting on her 
buskins and hose under the gown which she 
wore in the first act. While the doctor was 
giving her restoratives her dresser had 
whisked the dress off, and she was practically 
all ready for the second act. The waits were a 
little longer than usual that night, but the 
next day allthe newspapers announced that 
Mme, Modjeska had played the part of Rosa- 
lind with all her usual charm. 





Robin Hood in Opera. 


COMIC opera— 
Robin Hood—of 
unusual fresh- 
ness and sweet- 
ness, is now be- 
ing successfully 
presented at the 
Standard Thea- 
ter, New York 
city, by the Bos- 
tonians, 

It was first 
produced in 
London’ under 
the title of Maid 
Marian, and was 
there received 
with applause. 

The authors, 
Messrs. Regi- 
nald de Koven 
and Harry B. 
Smith, were 
wise in the selection of a period which is at 
once interesting from a historic standpoint 
and picturesque from a theatric one. The 
romantic tale of bold Robin Hood and his 





FRIAR TUCK, 


hardy band of merry men will always prove 


interesting in spite of all the liberties our later 
Some of the 


love of our childhood for the poetic stories of 


‘*T remember 


On the morning of the opening 


our nursery days clings to us still. Sherwood 
Forest once more spreads its sheltering boughs 
over the huntsman lost in the sylvan glade. 
We listen for the sound of his winding horn. 
And the gloom still conceals the poacher who 
lies in wait for the king's fat deer. 
suits of Lincoln green rise before us—just as 
green and crude as the illustration was in that 
thumb-marked, dog-eared volume. 
forget our affection for bold Robin Hood, who 
never rebbed the poor, just as though the rich 
were not fatter game. Or for Little John, or 
Friar Tuck, or Allan.a-Dale. 


How those 


We do not 


These memories come back to us as we sit in 


our comfortable orchestra-chairs and watch the 
efforts of the Sheriff of Nottingham to capture 
the bold outlaw. But we anticipate. 


Although there is much lacking in music and 


text which it would afford us pleasure to re- 
cord, there is still enough to entitle this latest 
com‘c opera to a place in the list of creditable 
efforts. 
At times we fancy Mr. de Koven has been in- 
fluenced by his musical memories, and that it 
would not be difficult to trace his musical ideas 


The music is light, sweet, and refined. 


back to’ the great writers of grand opera. If 


this is a fault, it is such a good fault that we 
are more inclined to praise than cavil. 
airs of the piece are not likely to become the 
property of the street arab, and will undoubt- 
edly become popular in the drawing-room, 


The 


Mr. Smith has worked well, but not bril- 
liantly. He has told his story simply and fur- 


nished some neatly turned lines in his ballads ; 
but his humor is not of the broad, coarse order 
of the popular libretto-writer, nor is it in the 
Every 
line bears the impress of honest labor, and not 


dainty, delicate vein of Mr. Gilbert. 


one the flash of genius. Still, it is eo accept 
able, sociean, so honest, and so meritorious 


that it is a pleasure to hear the dialogue— 


which is saying much for a comic opera. 


The version of the story of Robia Hood as 
told by the authors runs in these lines: Maid 
Marian (Caroline Hamilton) is betrothed to 
But as the course of 
true love never runs smooth, we are not sur- 
prised to find the Sheriff of Nottingham (H. C. 
Barnabee) plo: ting for the wealth of the lovers, 
He declares that Robert (Tom Karl) was 
changed at his birth, and that the true Earl of 
Huntington is one who has hitherto been con- 
sidered a mere country bumpkin. The king 
has ordered the marriage of Maid Marian to 
He who has always been looked up- 
on as the rightful Robert of Huntington flies 
to Sherwood Forest. and joins the merry forest- 
era who defy the king's pleasure and hunt the 
He becomes chief of the outlaws, 
and takes the name of Robin Hood. Little 
John is chief lieutenant, Allan-a-Dale, his 


Robert of Huntington. 


the ear!. 


king's deer. 


second, and Friar Tuck, his chaplain. 


Maid Marian, true to her love, rejects her 
new suitor and flies to Sherwood Forest in 
News of the 
prowess and daring deeds of Robin Hood are 
brought to Nottingham, and the sheriff with a 
posse disguised as strolling tinkers sets out to 
Allan- 
a-Dale (Jessie Bartlett Davis) believing Robin 


search of her wandering lover. 


capture him. Marian joins her lover. 


The Dying Leaf. 


For Saturday Night. 

Oh, mother, has this lovely summer flown, 
And must my life be thus so early stol’n ? 
Have you no power to hold me longer here, 
Where I have been.so useful half a year ? 


See you the blush of color in my cheek ? 

And day by day I grow more deeply flashed and weak. 
Faint first as tints at early dawn of day, 

But deeper, darker, under winter's cruel sway. 


You, who have giveu me life, dear mother, speak ! 
Have you no bribe to stay the tyrant bleak ? 

How can your heart be fresh and green and gay, 
When you see me thus go surely, swiftly to decay. 


Mother, mother, is dread winter indeed so near, 
And still you keep your wonted youthful cheer ? 
Last night I heard a whisper thro’ the trees, 


“ Leaves, leaves, you’ve drunk your pleasure to the lees |” 


And will you look from lofty height with scorn 

At me, laid low, who from thee was born ? 

Lowly I shall lie, trampled by the unheeding throng, 
Whom I have served for shelter all the summer long. 


Dying, dead, speeding rapidly to decay, 
Not one, midet all the selfish mass to say, 


** Here lies a leaf that sheltered me from heat 
As I lay resting on that dear old seat.” 


And you, dear mother, amongst all the rest, 

Are you prepared to say : ‘‘Go child, ’tia for the best.” 
** Yes, for the best,” that I should bleeding lie 

Torn from thy breast, left withered, crushed.to die. 


‘* Foolish sprite, ye must not grieve me so. 

Mortals love thee better ia thy autumn glow. 

Ye do not die. Ye only fsde away, 

To render back the life that keeps me from decay.’” 


I have no strength with which to answer thee, 
Surely, quickly, goes my life from me. 
In my rich dress of green, red-brown and gold 
I flatter away, and my sad story’s told. 


Down, down to the cold damp earth I go. 

I forgive thee, dear mother, for treating me so. 

Freely, gladly, now would I to end the strife 

Give back to thee, my beauty, strength and life. 
Uxbridge, '91. CARRIB ADELE Prrsrs. 


O Summer Day! 


For Saturday Night. 


O summer day ! O summer night ! 

Return with all thy gone delight ; 

And thou, dear one, in memory’s rays, 

Art shining brightest there to-night. 

Esch moaning wind that sweeps the plain, 
Like spirite sighing breathes thy name ; 
Each long-loved moment with thee «pent 
Returns, with a ead witchery blent 

Over my weary heart—ah me ! 

That only thought is left of thee! 





Yet in thy name there lives a spell 

Which thrills me still—no tongue can tel? 

What thou hast been, what still thou art, 

Soul of my soul, heart of my heart. 

flow canst thou know that sad to-night 

The thought steals o’er me as I write ? 

The past in living light returns. 

A sadness in my bosom burns, 

A wild, wild longing to live it o'er 

The happy days that come no more. 
Toronto, Ont. M. D. 


Early November. 


has made love to hiss weetheart, determines to | For Saturday Night. 


betray him to the sheriff. He does so, and 
Robin Hood is captured. Allan-a-Dale dis- 
covers his mistake, summons the band, and 
The king’s soldiers 
arrive, and Robin is carried off to Nottingham. 

In the third act, Robin Hood escapes from 
jail, flies to the forest, and rejoins the band. 
He returns with his followers, and fills the 
church in which the wedding is to be cele- 
brated between Marian and the wrongful Earl 
They overcome the sheriff, 
and the bold outlaw having seized his bride is 
about to seek the shelter of the forest shade. 
A soldier arrives with the king’s pardon to 
Robin Hood. Inavery few moments we find 
him res‘ored to his title and estates and the 
curtain falls upon a happy condition of affairs. 

The humor of the piece is afforded by the 
Sheriff of Nottingham. This role, in the trusty 
hands of Mr. Barnabee, is made picturesque, 


frees the outlaw chief. 


of Huntington. 


effective, and highly amusing. 
The sheriff and chorus sing this song : 


Sherif’ : I am the Sheriff of Nottingham, 
My eye is like an eagle's ; 
So ely and clever—in fact I am 
One of the law’s best beagles. 
I’m a genius quite. 
Guy He’s a wonderful wight. 
Sheriff : I’m considered remarkably bright. 
If any one fractures the slightest law, 
With a glance I can fill him with panic awe. 
All: Bow low ! 
Guy: Bow lowly as you can. 


A drinking song, extolling the virtues of 


brown October ale, is as follows : 
Little John: And it’s will ye quaff with me, my lads, 
And it’s will ye quaff with me ? 
It ie a draught of nut-brown ale 
I offer unto ye. 


All humming in the tankard, lade, 
It cheers the heart forlorn ; 

Oh, here’s a friend to ev’ryone— 
"Tis stout John Barleycorn. 


So laugh, lads, and quaff, lads ; 
*Twill make you stout and hale ; 
Through all my days, I'll sing the praise 
Of brown October ale. 
Now, tapoter, if in me you’d win 
A triend who will not fail, 
Fill up once more the cannikin 
With brown October ale. 


One of the happiest was made by the chorus 


of tinkers : 
‘Tis merry journeymen we are, 
All in the tinkering line, sire ; 
We tramp the roadways near ar d far, 
If weather it be fine, sirs. 
And if so be eome churlish lout 
Should make us surly answers, 
We straightway drown hie utterance out 
By tapping on our pans, sire. 
Then we rap, rap, rap, 
And we tap, tap, tap, 
From the dawn tiil the dark of oight, sirs ; 
We are men of mettle, 
And the can or kettle 
Doesn't live that we can’t set right, sirs. 
Tink tank, clink clank— 
Hear our hammers ring ; 
When trade is brisk 
We frolis and we frisk 
As happy and gay as a king. 

Taking one consideration with another, the 
author’s selection of a theme was quite a happy 
one; and if the applause of many audiences js 
a guarantee of success, Messrs, de Koven and 
Smith have hit the comic opera nail squarely 


on the head. 


Chorus: 


What a day ! 

The willows’ bare and yellow branches gleam, 

Where with ite cov’ring of thin ice the stream 
Doth flow away. 

The green of pines, the purple of bare boughe 

Are on the shadowy bills ; and grazs the cows 
On meadows gray. 

Shining o’er all the sunl’ght soft and fair 

Is glinting in my maiden’s heech- brown hair. 
A glorious day ! 


What a night ! 
Bare trees, dead clinging leaves and meadows gray 
Are bathed in glory of the moon's array ; 
Each star’s alight. 
The sky’s deep blue with cloud-shreds here and there 
Ie dotted ; rare and cold doth come the air 
And makes cheeks bright. 
Silent the poplars stand across the way 
And stretch black, clear-cut shadows on the gray. 
A glorious night ! 
H. W. CHARLESWORTIB. 


Love. 





Love came at dawn when all the world was fair, 
When crimson glories, bloom and song were rife ; 
Love came at dawn when hope’s wings fanned the air, 

And murmured: “I am life.” 


Love Game at even when the day was done, 
When heart and brain were tired, and slumber pressed ; 
Love came at eve, shut out the sinking sun, 
And whispered: ‘I am rest.” 
Witiiam W. CampesuL. 


Music. 
Oh, take the lute this brooding hour for me— 

The golden lute, the hollow crying lute— 

Nor call me even with thine eyes ; be mute, 
And touch the strings ; yea, touch them tenderly ; 
Touch them and dream, til] all thine heart in thee 

Grow great and passionate and sad and wild. 

Then on me, too, as on thy heart, O child, 

The marvelous light, the stress divine shall be, 
And I shall see, as with enchanted eyes, 

The unveiled vision of this world flame by, 

Battles and griefe, and storme and phantasies, 
The gleaming joy, the ever seething fire, 

The hero’s triumph and the martyr’s cry, 


The pain, the madness, the unsearched desire. 
A, LaMPpMAm 


The Coming Drama. 
The coming drama—what will it be ? 
A tale of love with a bit of the sea, 
Thrown in for a background, as it were, 
A sort of nautical mal de mer? 
With a proud ship sailing on canvas waves— 
The usual storm which the lover braves 
To rescue his love from a villain’s wiles, 
To bask forever in fortune’s smiles ? 
And yet this emacke of the dreary past— 
This kind of drama will not last. 


The coming drama—it may be 

A jumble of nothing—absurdity ; 

A skirt dance bere and a ballet thers, 
Real running water and a county fair ; 
With nothing of plot to relieve the strain, 
A song and dance, then the ballet agaia ; 
Acting of nonsense from beginning to end— 
(The stage is in need of an earnest friend). 





Thecoming drama will bs to the dregs 
A panorama of tights and legs! = G. W. Harris 
Chancing It. 

“What shall I write to-night, prose oF 
poetry ?” asked Logair as he ffi up his last 
penny. “Talesit is,” he added, as he clapped 
the cent on his thigh. 


| 
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Between You and Me. 


LETTER came to this 
column a day or two 
since, full of wails and 
helplessness. The 
writer was a deject- 
ed, pessimistic, sor- 
rowful specimen of 
humanity, who had 
tried to be what na- 

» ture uever fitted her 
for, and had failed; and she wrote for sym- 
pathy, and advice, and encouragement, and 
lots of other things which Lady Gay keeps 
in stock. And after reading her letter I 
turned over the envelope and caught sight 
of a crest and a motto, and the motto was 
‘ Nil desperandum,” which is being inter- 
preted, never despair. And the con'rast 
between the woman’s letter and her gal- 
lant motto made me laugh first, and then, as is 
often the way, set me think'ng. I wonder 
which of us carry out those mottoes we have 
inherited, or gained by matrimony? Look at 
the -blase man we all know, who believes in 
nothing, who has sounded all the depths and 
shoals of honor and dishonor, who has pages 
in his life he or we dare not lightly read, but 
who has carried, all these years, on his sta- 
tionery, on his signet ring, on his family plate 
the motto: “Fide et amore”—by faith and 
love, while those two bulwarks have been 
wrecked by him ages ago. 





Or there is the mean man, who stoops to 
petty trickery, or small scandals and whose 
vote is for sale to whichever side can pay the 
highest for it ; the man whom other men fear 
and watch, the man whom women dare not 
trust, the man whom children shrink from, 
when he tries to be facetious and friendly with 
them. What it that short scroll on his plain 
gold seal, ‘* Noblesse oblige!” as sure as can be! 
And there is the corporation built of grabbers 
and heelers and schemers, and on their Official 
stamp is the sublime avowal, “In God we 
trust!” Some days when I have my warpaint 
and feathers on, I feel as if I should like to en- 
grave these mottoes over again, and wrest from 
their renegade owners the grand reproachful 
words that lie in their sight as pearls before 
swine. I would give tothe roue that humble 
confession ‘‘ Peccavi,” and to the little human 
worm, * Parvum parva decent,” which means, 
roughly, “‘small things to meanmen,.” And to 
the many who shelter themselves behind each 
other and steal and lie and oppress, that old 
terrible ‘‘handwriting on the wall,” which 
doomed such as they long since. 


A good motto, like an honorable ancestry, 
helps one along if one only tries to live up to 
it, and each individual should have one. Never 
mind if you haven't got the insane little picture 
that sometimes goes with it as a patent of 
respectability, Better a good head on your 
own shoulders than a crazy little empty helmet 
on your crest; better a generous, nervy, cap- 
ab’e, ready right hand of good firm flesh and 
bone and pulsing red blood and trusty sinew 
than ever such a cuts little gauntlet with ever 
such a natty little sword in it, on your best sil- 
ver or your envelope fiap; better the man of 
to day than the myth of bygone ages, but, of 
course, better both if you can have them. I 
never feel like jeering at those good souls who, 
wien they find themselves rich, either gradu- 
ally or suddenly, make it their care to design a 
lofty crest and motto, and take innocent pride 
in the display of its newness and strangeness, 
All success go with them, and their reaching 
after the higher and better thoughts that ought 
to wait upon every sight of the noble words or 
lofty sentiments which nearly all such decora 


tions express. és 


From crests to corsets is a big jump, but the 
latter subject just popped into my mind ina 
second, as I finished that last paragraph, and I 
remembered something I promised a lady cor- 
respondent to doa long time ago, and which 
| did yesterday. This lady writes me to find 
out, if possible, by actual experience, whether 
it ia among the attainables to wear a Delsarte 
waist with an evening dress and not look 
baggy and oulgy and unbraced (the adjectives 
are my correspondent’s), At the Grenadiers’ 
ball last night, dear lady, there were several 
pretty figures, as trim and taut as could be, 
who confided to me that they were comfortably 
attired in the new garment. No one knew it 
but themselves, and I attributed an added 
ease and lissomness and grace that, I fancied 
I noticed in their dancing to the gentle in- 
fluence of the latest fad. I am going to ask 
La Mode to investigate these affairs tor next 
week, and if my correspondent will look up 
the fashion column she will find all her ques. 
tions fully answered. 


Last Thanksgiving morning I came down 
with nine small boys in a belt-line car. They 
were charged to the handle with the electricity 
of small-boyism, and carried each a large 
wallet and a small one. It seemed a good deal 
»* lunch even for the interior vacuum of a 
small boy, and I asked one of them if they 
were going to eat all those wallets full them- 
selves, A sputter of laughter bubbled from 
several open little mouths, and in spite of sour 
looks from somes of the more mistrustful the 
«mall boys enlightened me. The small wallets 
contained lunch, the Jarger ones cut paper, and 
they were the accompaniments to a paper 
hunt which was to come off away out east 
somewhere. Just as we turned King street 
corner the Queen’s Own marched past the car 
and the small boys’ comments were edifying. 
‘Tell you they are soldiers!” said a wee little 
fellow with big eyes and a bulging fore- 
head, “They're not very tall!” slightingly 
remarked another. ‘‘ Well, that’s nothing, 
little men fight best,” said a big boy know- 
ingly. ‘My father says 80, and he knows.’ 
“ There's a big one, anyway,” cried the bulging 
brow, as one long. lanky soldier strode by, 
among a number of shorter ones. And the 
nine commenced to guy him, with an ingenuity 
and wit I had not accused them of, Inthe midst 
of the fun a Lee avenue car came paat, and the 
paper chasers tumbled out shouting a te 
transfer.” The air seemed quite dead and dull 
after they left us, with their bounding vitality 
and their impetuous ways, and their raised 

voices and sparkling eyes. And I knew they 
would scramble and shout and quarrel and argue 
and eat the long muggy day, and come home 











































ment as they set out—for that is boy nature! . 


cannot forget it. 


slighted woman is the most cruel. 


and merciless, 


not co long ago either. 
* 


gun. 


authorities. I always read ‘* Labby’s 


A correspondent writes asking me for some 
suggestions as to Christmas presents, made by 
Perhaps some of the ladies 
who are so nice in their expressions on paper 
to Lady Gay, will send some ideas, and also 
a scheme for the entertainment of forty young 
people, of both sexes, at a birthday party next 
month. The best idea for this latter affair will 
be forwarded to the enquirer or printed in this 


he.self, of course. 


paper, and will receive a hearty welcome from 
Lapy Gay, 





Noted People. 





Mr. Ruskin, says the Pall Mali Gazette, is 
better in health than he has been for some 
He is staying at Brant wood, that pleas- 
ant house by the side of Coniston Water, which 


time. 


has been his favorite home for many years now, 


Dr. Hamilton Griffin, Mary Anderson’s step- 
father, has, while in New York recently, said 
that Mrs, Navarro was living quietly at Tun- 
bridge Wells and was “ perfectly happy.” The 
Baltimore American very justly remarks that 
if Mary Anderson’s private happiness is talked 
of much more, somebody will be getting it 
dramatized. 


Mrs. Harrison and the Princess Louise are 
the only two women who have been permitted 
to set foot within the cloisters of the monas- 
tery of Santa Barbara, in California. And 
even after ther visit the ground trodden by 
them was at once reconsecrated with solemn 
ceremonies and much fasting and prayer. The 
monastery is the oldest but one of tine twenty- 
four missions established in California by the 
Franciscans at the close of the last century, and 
is the only one now occupied by the friars of 
the order. 

There will shortly be published an edition de 
luxe of the Latin commentary on Dante's 
Divina Commedia, together with the Latin 
version of the poem made in the fifteenth cen- 
tury by Friar Giovanni de Serravalle, and a 
fifteenth century Italian version of the com. 
mentary, by Beato Bartolommeo da Calle. The 
edition, which will be limited to two thousand 
copies, is under the supervision of Fathers 
Marcellius and Domenichelli, and Pope Leo has 
set apart twenty thousand francs to cover the 
cost of publication. A copy will be presented 
to eavh of the principal libraries of the world. 
The Papal munificence reads curiously in the 
light of the fact that Dante places pepes in 
heil, and was ever an upholder of the imperial 
against the pontifical claim. But, neverthe- 
less, Dante's devotion to the church cf his age 
is indisputable, as Pope Leo recognizes. 


At Lecco, on the Lake of Como, has just been 
inaugurated a monument to Alessandro Man- 
zoni, in memory of the fact that the scene of 
his famous novel *‘ I Promessi Sposi” was laid 
in that spot. The unveiling of the statue 
drew a great crowd to the little town, and an 
admirable discourse was held, treating of the 
writer and his works, by the ex-Syndic of 
Milan, Gaetano Negri, whose name has lately 
become familiar to Englishmen, thanks to his 
admirable Life of George Eliot, rec*ntly pub- 
lished in Italy. Manzoni is represented 
in the monument as seated. On three 
sides of the pedestal—which is made 
of red Baveno granite—there are seen in 
bas-relief the three principal events of his 
Promessi Sposi; the abduction of Lucia; Padre 
Cristoforo, who conducts Renzo to see Don 
Rodrigo dying in the lazaretto; and Renzo 
and Lucia as they issue from the church where 
they have just been married, followed by 
Agnese and Don Abbondio. On the fourth side 
of the pedestal are seen the arms of Lecco and 
of Italy, and underneath is a touching in- 
scription. 

The widow of the late Crown Prince of Aus- 
tria, Princess Stephanie, has returned to 
Vienna, where she is now engaged in super- 
vising the ninth issue of the great’ work wn- 


titled, Austria in Word and Picture, which 
was commenced under the auspices of the late 
archduke. Her popes however, does pot 
appear in any way increase, and it:is notice. 
able that as soon as ever she returns to Viena 
her mother-in-law, the empress, makes a point 
of leaving the capital. Indeed, the two women 
have met but very little since the tragedy at 
Meyerling, Her majesty is of the opinion that 
much of the domestic unhappiness of her son 
was due to the crown princess's execrable tem- 
per, to her tendeaocy to sulk on every possible 
occasion, and to her entire absence of tact. 
The crown prince had no wish to wed, and was 
bound up in affections that were by no means 
of # conjugal character, while it is notorious 
that the crown princess was enamored of a 

oung American resident at Brussels, Hus- 
toad and wife soon became absolutely intu!- 
erable to one another, 


at dusk apparently as full of energy and devil- 


I heard such a killing quarrel between two 
small girls who took part in Ben Hur that I 
The subject was a bouquet 
which both claimed and one appropriated. “I 
would just like to pull one hair in your head 
and pull it all day long before it came out,” said 
the bereaved mite, in a most emphatic tone. 
And after the first amazement at her refine- 
ment of cruelty overcame me, andI had duly 
whispered the orthodox remonstrance and seen 
peace temporarily restored, I knew that her 
feeling and her wish were intensely feminine, 
For of all the dangerous, wicked, unmerciful 
things which grow on the earth the jealous and 
“One hair 
pulled all day before it came out,” showed a 
knowledge of torturs and a will to inflict it 
that one meetsin society every day. Women 
who should be above such petty meanness pull 
the one hair of their enemy and pull it all day. 
And though the tortured one bears up and 
gives no sign at the time, from the rent root of 
that one hair often springs a retribution wild 
Ihave seen and heard it and 


They have been making a to-do at Ports- 
mouth something similar to our rifle range 
grievance in consequence of the shooting of a 
fisherman by a ball from a gunboat, whose 
crew were testing or practicing with a new 
The editor of London Truth bits out 
from the shoulder, as he always does, at the 
verdict of the coroner's jury, and rails against 
the lack of caution exercised by the gunboat 
most 
fiery periods with acertain mistrust, having 
noted that he usually takes back about one- 
third of his ravings in the next issue of Truth. 
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The Country Club. 


HE winds have a 
nipping edge, 
the waters of 

. the bay are 

churned up and 

frilled with 
foam, the skies 
are deep blue, 
and the trees 
flaring with 
reds and jsel- 
lows, and now 
the world puts 
on its new felt 
hat, its new 
overcoat or fur- 
trimmed jacket, 
its white veil, 
and its dogskin 
gloves, and makes for the open country. 

These are the days that we spend out of 
doors—the finest in the year, There is frost in 
the breeze, but it just puts a tint of pink in 
pa'e cheeks and a flash in faded eyes. There 
is electricity in the air. It makes the most 
languid step grow brisk and charges the most 
blase mauner with acurrent of vivacity. No 
one can sit at home while the partridge calls 
from the wood, the crack of the sport+-man’s 
gun breaks the stillness of country coverts, the 
thud of the hunter's hoofs resound down leaf- 
strewn roads, and the rattle of milady's har- 
ness chains is heard in sheltered by-ways, 
silent all summer as the Sleeping Palaze, 

Everybody is in the country. When they can 
not ride, they drive; when they can not drive, 
they walk. New York women are getting to 
have large feet and a manly stride from the 
way they go in for athletic exercises, They 
are fine whips; they are fine horsewomen. 
They goto the “meets” with the men; they 
ride across country. They get ‘“‘the brush ;” 
they talk wisely about the matters of the hunt- 
ing-fleld. Not to know these things is not to 
be one of that large community which rules 
the suburbs and hasa strong influence on all 
metropolitan society. 

A short time since, at a jumping contest of 
one of the suburban country clubs, a fine 
example was given of the gamey tendencies 
that of late have distinguished the eternal 
feminine. All the world had turned out to see 
the sport. The slope of the hill abont the 
course—a browned, au‘umnal slope, backed by 
masses of crimsoning foliage, with here ard 
there a glimpse of some stately country home— 
was crowded with open carriages. There was 
every sort of carriage—the big family phaeton, 
with papa and mamma in the front and a 
bursting out of innumerable children in the 
back. The popular buckboard in yellow and 
natural wood, with a corduroy cushion and a 
neat nag, very brief as to tail and erect as to 
head, This was generally occupied by two 
young men in tan coats, coffee colored derbys 
and orange gloves, who bet loudly on their 
favorite horses and would not have had a 
glance for Venus had she “ happened by.” 

Then came the trim, taut, swagger dog-cart, 
with a high driver’s seat and dark-green 
cushions. Its owner drives in a confident man- 
ner. He is a tall, good looking, well dressed 
man, of some means and standing—“‘a catch,” 
that is what they call him. On his left sitsa 
dainty lady to whom he makes his devoir. In 
nine cases out of ten she will wear a loose coat 
of fawn-colored cloth, with big buttons, a tore- 
ador’s turban, worn to one side, with a great 
bunch of black pompons sticking out over the 
brim, and a thick veil of white lace, with the 
two ends hanging down in 2a little flounce in 
the back. Behind sits the groom, with aclean- 
shaven face and his arms folded. 

Beyond this there will be a good sprinkling 
of village carts occupied by girls, a great many 
victorias, and a quantity of T-carts, These, 
perhaps, are the most really stylish of equip- 
ages. The two horses, with theic absurdly 
short tails, are driven by the owner, who, in 
loose driving-coat and dogskin gloves, is a per- 
sonable man of somewhere between thirty and 
forty. There is always a lady to his left anda 
groom behind. The former, being the wife or 
fiancee of a man of standing, allows herself 
some gaiety of dress upon this sporting occa- 
sion, and, slenderly graceful, looks as freshly 
fine as a June rose, under the shadow of a 
broad hat full of violets, wi h a hvge boa of 
cocks’ teathers standing up above her ears, and 
some sort of brilliant, Parisian creation doing 
justice to her wonderfully laced-in figure. 

Then come the equestrians. They have the 
best of it, for they can urge their bob-tailed 
steeds into the small passages left between the 
carriages and press up to the rope that marks 
the course ; then for a space to gaze upon the 
entertaining spec‘acle of a balking and terrified 
horse stubbornly refusing a four-foot jump, 
and, at intervals, standing erect on his hind- 
legs, with nis rider clinging despairingly about 
his neck. The equestrians are mostly men, 
done up in true sporting style in light colored 
kerseymere trowsers, which, above the knee, 
look more like divided shirts than anything 
else, and below the knee contract to a sudden 
and terrible tightness, calculated to stop the 
circulation in any member unaccustomed to 
their iron pressure. 

The women riders look very natty. It is said 
that a woman never looks so well anywhere as 
on horseback. And so she does, if she has the 
style of figure that elicits the comment, “ she 
sits high,” which, being translated, means she 
1s long-waisted, broad in the hips, short-legged, 
and straight backed. Very tall, slender, lithe 
women look horrible on horseback. This is 
the one place their broad and chunky sisters 
have the advantage of them. A riding-babit 
is, also, a trying costume. It requ'‘res an ex- 
tremely marked figure to stand the rigid lines 
of the riding dress—especially as they now 
make it. 

One girl in particular you could not help 
noticing. She was a smal! and delicate crea- 
ture—a real New Yorker, thin, spare, infantile. 
looking, with her little child's figure and her 
little girl's face, in age somewhere between 
twenty-five and thirty, in appearance, perhaps 
fifteen. She rode a splendid horse and wore 
the r ding-dress which is just now the tip of 
the fashion—a black serge skirt and jacket, the 
latter opening over a bright scarlet waistcoat, 
fast:ned with smooth brass butions. There 
was a standing collar and a man's white neck- 
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Miss N.—Like fly paper!!! 


tie, a billy cock hat, and her hair done vpina 
tiny, tight knot. When seated in the saddle 
she looked almost as if she had trowsers on, so 
wonderfully did her black skirt cling to her. 
Over her hips and over the knee that goes 
over the upper pommel, it set as smooth as if it 
had been pasted on. 

Two or three other women caught your eye 
in the crowd, their high beaver hats bowed 
down as they spoke to some man who stood at 
their horse’s head. Most of them rode well, 
and their horses, without an exception, were 
so docked as to tail that only a few inches of 
stump was left, and even from this meagre 
remnant of their once lengthy caudal append- 
age the hair was snipped to the merest fringe 
It seems a cruel mutilation. Some of the 
horses on the field, entered to compete for the 
prizes, looked absolutely hideous with a tiny 
and rigid inch or two of tail whisking about as 
the flies teased the poor beasts. Still we must 
follow fashion, even though it ordain the chop- 
ping off of a few inches of an equine’s vertebrae. 

But to arrive at the point of my letter--the 
wisdom of the modern “ debbie ” on all matters 
relative to riding. Two or three of these pretty 
creatures wers sitting aloft in a yellow village 
cart, surveying the course and the leaping 


Fin de Siecle Repartee, 
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hunters as they cleared the burdles, not infre- | 


quently removing the topmost bar with their 
hind hoofs. The girls were as pretty, as tresh, 
and fine, and fair as ever girls could be. They 
were not a whit less delicately dainty than the 
girls that our grandmothers once were, in their 
short waists, and side curls, and dimity gowns, 
and monstrous muffs, The modern maidens 






Miss N.—Do vou think Miss Esther beautiful? 
Derbycoat— Well, you know, her face isn’t exactly pretty, but its very catching. 








would answer ‘his remarkable personality ;’ 
and this would be a fitting reply if we remem- 
ber that the personality is not one element in 
the character. The personality is the man him- 
self, the whole character. Prof. Young had a 
mighty influence because he was a great man. 
Throughout his whole life he concentrated all 
his energies upon one aim, the development of 
the highest personality, the truest, purest char- 
acter in himself and in others. Few have had 
so clear a conception of the ethical idea), few 
have striven so earnestly to attain it, few have 
been so successful in realizing the moral ideal, 
few, indeed, have succeeded to such an extent 
in influencing the lives of others for good. 
Though Prof. Young left so little in the way of 
publication, his work and influence can never 
be lost. Each pupil who sat under him, and 
came in contact with him, will carry through- 
out his life deep influence for good, won from 
the inspiration of his beloved teacher. In my 
own case it would be impossible for me to esti- 
mate how much I owe, not only in the way of 
direct guidance and teaching in the lecture- 
room, but also in the way of counsel and en- 
couragement beyond it. Love is cheap that 
can be told. In endeavoring to fulfil the 
responsible duties that devolve upon me as a 
teacher in the University, I shall aim to emu- 
late the example of a noble predecessor.” 


Mr. H. H. Langton, B.A., for the past num- 
ber of years registrar, has been appointed li- 
brarian to the University. He brings to his 
new position a knowledge of several languages 


| and a business training acquired in his former 


were wrapped up well against the tooth of the | 
autumn wind, in high-collared covert coats. | 
They wore the fashionable white veils, with | 


their lace sprigs and dangling ends, the wide | : . 
hats trimmed with a mixture of sable and | Prof. J. M. Baldwin, hon. president ; Prof. J. 


mink-tails and artificial flowers, the big feather 


her attire. She was buttoned up to the chin in 
a dark serge coat ; a round turban, with some- 
thing like an undersized black rocket stuck in 
one side, crowned her tight braids, and her 
hands were incased in a pair of big, dark-red, 
dogskin driving-gloves, with castor-beaver let 
into the palms. 

There were quite a lot of young men circulat- 
ing about this attractive cart, but the occu- 
pants paid but little attention to these satel- 
lites. They watched the course with intent eyes 
beneath frowning brows. When one of the 
hunters, after clearing every fence on the 
course, stopped dead at the last and sent his 
rider flying like a bird over his head, these 
stony-hearted fair ones groaned together—a 
groan of bitter derision. There was no sym- 
pathy expressed on their faces for the fallen 
rider. Men rushed out from various corners, 
picked him up, dusted him off, set him on his 
legs again, and he retired rubbing his bruises. 
But the watchers in the village cart looked 
solemnly cisgusted. The thought that the un- 
fortunate competitor for glory might be hurt 
seemed not to disturb their minds, They said 
gloomily : 

** How awfully Freddy does ride,” and looked 
at each other dubiously, shaking their heads 
over the delinquencies of the fallen Frederick. 
Presently, when a second competitor went 
crashing over a fence, and horse and man came 
rolling to the ground in a dusty tanele, these 
heartless creatures cried in an indignant 
chorus: 

* Well, did you ever see such abominable 
awkwardness!" and sank back with dejected 
sighs. Their cavaliers sped away to assist in 
extricating the unfortunate from his steed and 
his saddle. When he was pulled out and dis- 
covered to be whole and unbroken, the mes- 
sengers returned and reported that all was 
well. The youngladies, with gloomy brows, re 
fused to show any interest in the intelligence. 
That he might be hurt was a secondary con- 
sideration of very smail importance. That he 
had ridden badly was the sore point. They 
consulted together with an airof somber im- 
portance, and the by-standers wondered 
whether, in the future, they were debating if 
they had not better cut him, 


"Varsity Chat. 


HE inaugural address of Prof. 
Hume on Saturday afternoon 
last was an able presenta’ ion 
of the lines he proposes to 
follow in his lectures on 
ethics and the history of 
philosophy. It would be 
folly on my part to attempt 
to s‘ate his views, but as his 
reference to the late Prof. 

Young will interest hundreds of graduates 

who read this chat, I give a portion of it as 

follows: ‘* What was the secret of his wonder- 











ful power and influence as a teacher? Many | McAllister. 








office, and in a down-town law office. 


* 
The following are the officers of the Philo- 
sophical Societies of respectively 93 and ‘94: 


G. Hume, president; Mr. F. Tracy, B.A., first 


boats that stand up nearly to the back of the | Vice president ; Miss M. Garratt, second vice- 
wearer's head. The driver alone was severe in | Ptes dent; Mr. Lane, secretary; Miss Young 
| and Messrs. McClellan and Williamson, coun- 


cillors; and Prof. Baldwin, president; Mr 
Muldrew, first vice-president ; Miss De Beaure 
gard, second vice president ; Mr. Dickie, secre- 
tary; Miss Ballora and Messrs, Arnoid ard 
Wright, councillors. 


Mr. Jobn Walker Macmillan, B.A., is preach- 
ing in the North-West. 


eo 
** What is a fellow?” This is the questionthat 
our philologists, scientists, economis:s and 
philosophers are trying to answer. The econo- 
mists seem to have had the matter almost all 
in their own way of thinking, but a change is 


being agitated on their tabula rasa. 
* 


After speeches by Mr. J. A. Burgess, B. A., 


| Mr. W. Ross, B. A., Mr. W. Gauld, B. A., Mr. 


W. G. W. Fortune, B. A., Mr. W. H. Grant, B. 
A., Mr. D. Carswell, B. A., Mr. Alex. McNabb, 
B. A., and Mr. N. MacKinnon, music by Mr. 


| A. E. Hannahson and Mr, E. W. MacKay, and 


areading by Mr. A. Jamieson, it has been de- 
cided in the Knox College Literary and Meta- 
phys‘cal Society that co-education in theology 
is detrimental to the best interests of the 


church. 
e 


The meeting of the Literary Society on Friday 
of last week was conducted in parliamentary 
form, and President H. E. Irwin, B. A., acted 


| as speaker. Mr, J. H. Lamont was the premier 


and pre: ident of the council, and the following 
were his ministers: Mr. O. E. Culbert, Marine 
and Fisher es; Mr. G. E. McCraney, Justice ; 
Mr. R. S. Straith, Public Works; Mr. F, E. 
Perrin, Finance; Mr. W. P. Reeve, Agricul- 
ture; Mr. F, B. Hellems, Railways and Canals; 
Mr. R. H. Knox, Trade and Commerce ; Mr. W. 
A. Parks, Militia and Defence; Mr. C. H. 
Mitchel], Interior; Mr. R. Robertson, Secre- 
tary of State; Mr. S. J. McLean, Postmaster- 
Geneial; Mr. W. P. Bull, Solicitor-General. 
The addressin reply te the speech from the 
Throne was moved by Mr. J. H. Fraser and 
seconded by Mr. Jchn Ross. Mr. J, A. Cooper 
acted as leader of the opposition. 
* 


What we may expect to occur : 

Brown of ‘89, (meeting Jones of '92)—Who 
was your chief chum during your four years at 
college ? 

Jones—Smith. 

Brown—Did you work hard? 

Jones—Well I argued that classics were 
better than moderns, and he argued that 
moderns were better than classics. 

7 

The last meeting of the Wycliffe College Mis- 
sion Society was addressed by Rev. Archdeacon 
Reeve of the diocese of Mackenzie River, and 
Messrs. N. C. Perry, B.A., Ll. O, Stringer, B.A., 
and G, A, Rix. 


The cross country run was won in forty three 
minutes by Mr. G. W. Orton. He was followed 
=. the other runners in the following order: 

. H. G. Kingston, Mr. Joseph Clark, Mr. 
B. A, Sinclair, Mr. D. G. Revell, Mr, A. L. 
JUNIOR. 
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THE DRAMA OF A LIFE. 





. 


By JEAN KATE LUDLUM, 
Author of “ John Winthrop’s Defeat,” ** The Stain on the Glass,” ‘‘ Under Oath,” etc. 





CHAPTER XIX. 
WHICH SHALL CONQUER? 
Yet tears to human suffering are due ; 
And mortal hopes defeated and o’erthrown 
Are mourned by man and not by man alone. 
— Wordsworth. 

** How horrible !” said Walker Paling, pacino 
ths floor of his study with his hands clasp 
behind him and his head bent in deep thought. 
His brows were meeting blackly and his eyes 
were shot with red as thoug” he were endur- 
iag some extreme mental aod physical suffer- 
ing. **How horrible! Treat this matter as 
lightly as I may, there remains this horrible 
conviction that sie was dictating to me what I 
should do and not the hero of this romance! 
She uttered not one word of it, and yet I know 
that it is her determination to force me to 
accomplish the evil she has in view. She 
hates her brother. He stands also in the way 
of her inheriting an immense fortune. She 
would revenge herself upon him because his 
nobler nature conquered the devilish side of 
charac‘er running through Pe family. She 
would have me end his lifé in some silent 
manner, as the heroine does in this manuscript, 
or she would have me shield her with my life 
if her hand should do the deed !” 

To and fro he paced more and more slowly, 
and finally paused at hisdesk, where the manu- 
script lay ready for copyiag, revised and 
edited. 

He had done his best with it and worked 
faithfully to make it perfect, to tone down the 
crimson stain upon it and to brighten the sad- 
der pages. He gave his time for days after the 
woman left him, impressed with the belief 
that she still knew of his movements and still 
colored his will with herown, but gave his con- 
stant time and thought to its perfecting. He 
hid worked himself pale and thin, but could 
not resist the invisible, incomp cshensible 
power that forced him on. 

Pausing at the desk, he lif ed the manuscript 
and ran over the pages, fluttering them, as he 
read here and there a particularly strong line 
or piragraph. As he did so he became ab- 
sorbed in it; he could not lay it down; it was 
as though, as an actor in a drama, he must 
thoroughly learn his part. He smiied bitterly 
as this thought cametohim. He felt that it 
was true ; and, like the actor, when the drama 
was played, he must accep* his part. 

**It is a horrible thing!” he said to himself, 
still struggling to conquer the power that 
would conquer his will. ‘‘ Yet she has ruled 
my intellect since first we met, and only heaven 
knows but she always will! I fight against it 
ani yield at last! I am powerless to with- 
stand such s range machinations!” 

Once more he ran over page after page 
before him, this thought in his mind, and 
realized that it was indeed a drama for his 
impersonation, wherein the hero, for love, 
shielded the woman who held his heart 
against the law and the world when she had 
stained her hands with her brother’s blood in 
order to wreak the vengeance of Heaven upon 


him for hi; lack of spi ituality, believing in the | 
fancy of a mad woman, that she was sent | 


direct by Heaven to perpetrate the ac*. 
Her lover suffered mucb, endured insults 
and even imprisonment through his love, 


claiming that it was his hand that ended the | 


bro‘ hers life, and would have suffered death, 
but atthe last pardon was granted both, and 
they went away together to new scenes and 
new friends far from the old. 

Walker Paling knew that the plot was un- 
iqu>, that many scenes were drawatic, that it 
was written powerfully and well. The work 
as aromanc? was unexceptionable ; as an in- 
spiration to like action it was the work of a 
demoni:cal mind and brain. 


He laid the manuscript down again and | 


seated himself in the softly upholsterei re- 
volving-chair before the desk. With one elbow 
upon it he rested his head upon his hand and 
pondered over and over his course of action. 
Should he, or should he not publish the 
novel? Upon that, to him, rested the weight 
of the whole affair. If he should do this, and 
then the actual deed follow upon it, would no+ 
the world cry out upon him as 4 murderer, like 
a pack of wolves? ould it not accuse him of 


the deed ? Would it not have clear ground for | 
its charges? And might there not be reason | 


to accuse him ? 

How could he know what he would do 
under the power of the woman whose mad 
blood colored her iatellect,and her will held 
his? And knowing that his brain fashioned 
the romance, such a counterpart to the deed— 
wou'd not the world point to him as the one 
who was guiliy? 

With his head upon his hand, sitting at his 
desk, Walker Paling fought a difficuls fight 
with fate, and knew nct for many days whether 
he were victor or vanquished, And always in 
his mind ran the woman’s words, that should 
the book fail to spur others to like action, it 
would have been written in vain, 

For several days this struggle continued, 
though he resumed his social life, having left 
the city with the early summer and being 
among many friends at Newport, and that to 
some extent softened the intensity of thi+ 
mental suffering. 

For it wae acute, actual suffering to him. 
He was changed even to his friends, who be 
lieved that this was due to over-taxed brains, 
and gave him most sincere sympathy. They 
seldom questioned him regarding his wife, for 
rumor set the whisper adrift that their lives 
were not happy together, and society is dis 
creet if not oversensitive as to inflicting 
wounds upon painfully strung sens ‘bilities. 

Therefore his many friends, the many invita 
tions extended to him, the crowd of duties 
daily devolving upon him, somewhat dulled the 
first wild revolt at the fae that placed him as 
the principal actor in a drama laid before him 
as a romance, but impressed upon hisinner con- 
viction as his life to be. 

And one day anew novel was issued from 
the press in paper covers of gray and red; and 
the world was startled by its daring plot. 
Startled, somewhat horrified at firat, perhaps, 
then better pleased : and then the novel was 
an accepted fact, talked about and read, and 
criticized with alternate severity and commen- 
dation, but accepted as the novel of the day, 
and not to have read it augured an inappreci- 
ative taste. 


So The Drama of a Life, with streaks of red | 


across the covers, became a powerful factor in 
many lives, and struck rea! life's horizon, with 
the same red hue tinging the curtain hung be- 
fore the future, that parted as days passed by. 
The novelist’s friends congratulated him upon 
the success of his marvelous last work, pre- 
dicting for him many pleasant possibilities ; 
but it seemed to him always at such times that 
they were urging him on to like action. If the | 
world could praise a fictitious bero for such an | 
act, should it not also praise such a hero in | 
real life, a man, at the instigation of a woman, 
and under her strange mesmeric power, where- | 
in her wish was his, her will his own, accom. | 
plishing a fendish act from revenge, spurred | 
on by spiritual forces? } 

Daily be grew more and more impressed | 
with this belief, until he became at times | 
alarmed, thinking himself mad. He brooded | 
for hours, when alone, over the horrible fatal- | 
ity that so governed his promising life. He 
had wo~ked hard to a*tain the height upon 
which his fame rested; and was he to be 
cast down in humiliation through the subtle 
ower of a half-mad woman? He was often 
empted to goto Dr. Oldham, lay the matter 
before him, ask his advice, but was always | 
hindered from doing this from the knowledge 
that the woman was sought by O'dham before 
she gave h'm her love, e could not go to her 
old and make koown her wish. ides, 
he knew from past experience thatthe man 
would uphold her. 


br 
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He grew gloomy and morose. A cigar and 
solitude were his companions sometimes for 
days together. Little by little he atowed his 
social duties to die away. Even the pretty 

ng artist, whose friendship was more to 
him than she knew, could not rouse him from 
this despondency. 

Kittie Fitzgerald was a charming little wo- 
man, and gave him the sincere admiration and 
sympathy that his genius demanded of such a 
fine nature as her own. 

He admired her. Perhaps had he met her 
before this o‘-her woman gained influence over 
him, she might have been more to him than 
merely a womanly friend. If this thought in- 
truded upon him at times, he crushed it faith- 
fully ; and as this mental struggle grew upon 
him, all other ties dropped away, until even 
this earnest woman faded from his thought. 

All life seemed a blank save the future—a 
curtain woven with crimson in its woot. And, 
one day, he went quietly away from his friends, 

iving no hint of the cause of his departure, of 

is destination, in the courteous yet rather 
stiff notes of farewell which he sent to those 
most true among these friends, 

Pretty Miss Fitzgerald was one of these, and 
if she was more quiet than usual for a few 
days after this, no one questioned the cause or 
remarked upon the change. 

**T never knew a writer se who wasn’t queer 
in the head,” said one of Paling’s friends to a 
group on the piazza of Mrs. Fitzgerald’s cot- 
tage, as they discussed the novelist’s strange 
manner of going away. ‘It looks as though 
this last book has knocked him all up. is 
mind and imagination must be at work con- 
tinually. He will turn to a skeleton if he con- 
tinues at this rate!” 

**T never saw any one look as he did when he 
finished this book!” added another of the 

oup. ‘By Jove! He looked as though he 

ad been living with giosts for amonth! He 
ought not to work sohard. One such novel is 
eaough for a lifetime, I shou'd think! ” 

** No doubt—if you were to write it!” retorted 
the first speaker. ‘‘ You are not like Paling, 
you know, Townsend. He works like a Trojan 
to accomplish any given work. Nevertheless 
it must tell upon him to plot and plan such 
strong romances as he gives us.” 

** Perhaps his wife assists him,” suggested 
Miss Fitzgerald softly, smiling. ‘‘There is 
something in her face that leads one to believe 
her capable of some great work, if she would 
attempt it. I have seldom met her, but the 
first time her beauty impressed itself upon 


me. 
** With a woman’s peculiar perception,” said 
the gentleman beside her. ‘‘For my part, 
I was repelled rather than attracted b 
Paling’s wife. I have heavd that many ad- 
mire her, but as she is a sort of a recluse 
anyway it is difficult tosay po itively. She 
i goes outs» seldom, one has mighty little oppor- 
| tunity to study upon her character.” 
| “*When I fisished reading this novel,” said 
Mr. Townsend, more seriousty than the others 
had spoken, “it left with me a fear that would 
not be set aside, I felt and still feel as though 
| there were something uncanny about it, or as 
| though it were not at all imaginary. No won- 
der that Paling had a ghostly look when he 
finished ic!” 

**T neard one of the most peculiar criticisms 
upon the book, last night,” said one lady, mov- 
ing her fan ae to and fro, as the soft breeze 

| from the water lifted the fluffy hair about her 
| piquant face. ‘‘ You kaow that Dr. Oldham 
| Dimeelf is peculiar in some of his views. I re- 
| ceived a letter from a f:iend las: night, and in 
it she wrote that Dr. Oldham was greatly im- 
pressed by this new book, and that none of us 
| could imagine what he said regarding it!” 
She laughed in a slow, pretty fasnion, very 
[—— to the man leaning behind her 
chair. 

* Why, he said in the most matter-of-fact 
| manner, that he is assured that tha work was 
| done for a purp se more than merely to amuse 
| the readers, and thatitis his firm belief that 
| the writer was inspired!” 


CHAPTER XxX. 
THROUGH THE DARKNESS, 
Tais is the night 
That either makes me or foredoes me q tite. 
— Othello. 
Mrs. Carmichael stood mot’onless for a few 
minutes after the sound of the wheels died 
away over the meadow road. Fear had left 
| her, but swift comprehension of what had 
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| passed came in its place. The night was black 


with midnigh*, and she was standing azainst 
the light from the room, but she felt nothing 
save strange certainty of who this visitor was, 
for what she had come. 

Very still the night was; the cry of a sleepy 
bird among the branches on the lawn sounded 
startlingiy distinct, and the break of waves 
over the pebbly beach was a soft “slurr” 
through the darkness like the quiet breathing 
of the sea. The air was faiatly salt and 
miogled with the garden odors drifting up to 
the dark balcony, faintly stirring the lace 
drapery at the windows. 

Mrs. Carmichael nodded to herself, a gleam 
in her eyes that the darkness hid. 

**A beautiful night,” she murmured, calmly. 

** Very beautiful, madam—and discreet.” 

And drawing the curtains carefully back in 


their places she returned to her seat beside the {| 


lamp stand, seeiog that her pitient was still 
sleeping, and resumed her book as though 
nothing hai happened, But although out- 
wardiy calm she was greatly excited. The 
pages of her novel blurred before her, faded 
and grew blank as her thoughts intensified. 

She was shrewd, this gentle nurse. She was 
there for a purpose, and she was the woman to 
accomplish any purpose she undertook, 

Perfect silence reignea through the house. 
No one was stirring save herself, so far as she 
knew, but she believed that she was not the 
only wakefulone there tha‘ night. She had 
seen and heard enough to guess much more. 
Not for fully an hour could she concentrate her 
thoughts for reading, but she had much self- 
control and a strong will, and finally brought 
her mind in unison with the novel. 

Strange how the novel mingled with her 
thoughts. How the plot met with counter- 
plot in her mind. But nothing more happened 
that night. The patient slep* quietly, the 
house was perfectly still ; nothing occurred tu 
disturb the silent nurse sitting beside the tiny 
stand with the new novel befo-e her. 

Wh-n Dr. Graham called upon his patient on 
the following day he gave him no encourage- 
ment, waraing him to be careful, to obey orders 
and not to over-exert himself; and although 
he allowed him to have his guests about him 
through the day, that Mrs, Carmichael should 
rest, he forbade their exciting or fatiguing 
him, adding that it was most essential for him 
to have quiet and rest. 

Mrs. Carmichael was discreet as well as 
shrewd. She decided that it might be well to 
keep the occurrence of the previous night to 
her elf fora time. Perfect silence upon the 
subject might lead to possible development of 
the porte for which she was placed there. 

‘Mr. Price slept well ail night,” she said 
simply, when Dr. Graham questioned her. be- 
fore leaving the house. “Do you not think 


| that he is improved, doctor ?” 


The doctor's - were warning in their 
quiet glance as he stood b-side the couch 
where she was lying, drawing on hia gloves 
“It is best not to speak too soon,” he relied 
vely. ‘Time may accomplish much, Mre. 
michael.” 
She smiled softly up to him, her eyes very 
ight, her white hair waved evenly about her 
elicate face. 


Dr. Graham answered the smile as though 
she had spoken. 
“Time requires patience, you think, Mrs, 































































































Carmichael. That is true. Nevertheless, pa- 
tience works much sometime :.” 

“ Always,” said the nu with geet con- 
viction. ‘* Always, Ur. Graham. 
proved that to me; years will prove it to you.” 

The strange fash and brilliance of her eyes 
struck the physician, and his eyes grew keen 
looking down upon her. For a moment his 
perfect confidence in her was shaken. Her 
eyes often puzzled him, but just sow they 
startled him with their brilliant expression. 
He grew more cautious in his speech. Hebegan 
to think that perhaps he had been wrong to 
trust her so implicitly. 

“Doubtless you should know,” he said 
quietly. ‘‘In any case care will not be mis- 
placed, Mrs, Carmichael. Has Mrs, Estabrook 
been with her nephew to day?” 

‘** Only for a few moments,” replied the nurse 
with equal self-possession. “ Estabrook 
is ——— kind, Dr. Graham,” 

* Certainly. I presume that she brings bim 
fruit, does she not, or flowers occasionally, 
Mrs. Carmichael? It would be like Mrs. 
Estabrook’s thoughtfulness to do so,” added 
= physician, still wi h his keen eyes upon 

ers. 

**Oue expects such attentions especially from 
one’s relatives or guests,’ said the nurse. smil- 
ing, quite unmoved by his steady glance. 
‘“*Mrs, Estabrook brought up a few exquisite 
peaches yesterday anda charmiog bouquet of 
roses this morning, doctor. But I thought it 
wise to withhold the fruis and the flowers are 
in my room,” 

With a slight gesture of one hand she indi- 
cated where the flowers were ; and the physi- 
cian, crossing the room to the small stand at 
the other side near the window, bent above 
the exquisite huge puffs of deep crimson, in- 
haling their fragrance. Then with his un- 
glovei hand he removed the roses from the 
vase, turning to the nurse : 

** Tne odor ot flowers is almost too strong for 
a sick room—espzcially for Price, Mrs. Car- 
michael,” he said coolly. ** And it is as well to 
give him only such fruit as I send him. One 
sometimes does most harm with the very best 
intentio1s.” 

‘* Yes,” said the nurse to herself when the 
doctor was gone, a3 she tucked a corner of the 
cushion more comfortably under her head, nod- 
ding wisely as she did so. ‘‘ And sometimes 
one misjudges ano‘her with the very best in- 
tention, Dr. Graham.” 

Then she fe:l asleep and dreamed of many 
things, but especially of novels and a patient 
with kind, brown eyes and a pleasant voice 
murmuring with pathetic frankness of the care 
that was like that of a mother. 

But Mrs, Carmichael did not accept the posi- 
tion of nurse in this important case to dream 
dreams or spend her time over novels. She 
laughed at hers: lf when she wakened, to think 
that she, with her white hair, should fashion 
fancies fit only for the pretty hair of youth. 

** This will never do,” she said, gravely, shak- 
ing her head at the reflection in the mirror, as 
she careitully brushed the soft white hair 
smooth under the dainty lac: cap she wore. 
“I cannot have this, Mrs, Carmichael, my 
dear!” 

And that night, as darkness deepened 
through the rooms and the night-lamp, softly 
shaded, was set in its place bsyond tae range 
of the bed, Mrs. Carmichael remained in her 
room, reclining upon her couch, with the one 
unlocked door in fuil view. She was no longer 
dreaming dreams. She was alert and watch- 
ful. Notning should happen that night with 
out her knowledge. The darkness of her room 
made that one path of light across the outer 
room clearly outiined. Tne least movement 
there would be known to her from the stirring 
of the patient to any presence other than her 
own. 

‘““No novel shall claim my attention to- 
night” she said, firmly. 

it seemed very long to the watching woman 
before the house was quiet, before the murmur 
ot voices died from the piazza and cigar scent 
no longer drifted to her with the fragrance 
from the garden. Time dragged. There was 
nothing for her to do but to sit silently in 
the darkness and wait and think, and some- 
times her thoughts were far from pleasant 
thoughts and her face grew stern could any 
one have seen it. 

She was very quiet ; she scarcely stirred, lest 
she be heard. Pr.ce was restless during the 
earl er part of the night, but sank into undis- 
turbed slumbers as the hours wore on 

‘*He must sleep,” said Mrs. Carmichael, clos- 
ingher lips fi mly. And the quietiog drink 
she gave him silenced him at once. 

* Nothing shall stand ia my way to-night,” 
murmured the nurse, as she resumed her 
watchful position in the inner room, ‘I feel 
that much will occur that wiil decide this case 
before morning, and I shall be prepared.” 

But the hours passed one by one, and nothing 
happened. Stillthe nur-.e did not tire or fail 
in watchfulness of that thin line of iight from 
beyond the bed to th: unlocked door. And by 
and by her faithfulness was rewardec. 

The clock struck one—two—half past two. 
Perfect silence ; and had it not been for the 
nurse's certainty o* the need for wakefulness, 
she wou'd have slept as quietly as he patient. 
But the soft-toned utterance of the clock had 
not died away along th> silence ,wher the pa 
tient wa'cher was rewarded. 

Notasound betrayed thit th ra had come 
evil in the night. Softly, unheard, scarcely to 
be seen, that unlocked door leading from the 
hall cautiously opened, and the thin thread of 
lamp-light struck dimly upon the stealthy fig- 
ure just beyond the threshold. 

A hushed sort of figure, pausing to make cer- 
tain that no one was within who could observe 
him, one hand holding the door ajar, tae other 
shielding his eyes from the light, the better to 
ascertain if all were well within. 

Mes. Carmichael, from the darkness of her 
room, dared not move, lest some sound should 
betray her presence and watchfulness, She 
started, however, in uncontrollable surprise 
when she tirst saw the intruder. Conyers’ 
figure, Conyer;’ stealthy movemeats, Conyers’ 
strong, slim hand upon the door! Then, look- 
ing more intently stiil at that thread of tell- 
ta'e light through the darkness, Mrs. Car- 
michael’s eyes were brilliant with dawnin 
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thing in the room was as she left it, with the 
exception of that harmless-looking pitcher 
upon the silver tray. 

Mrs. Carmichael, in her soft gray dress, 
with her beautiful white hair drawn 
smoothly back from her face, looked like a 
guarding spirit of good, as she crossed to the 
s'and and lifted the pitcher, carrying it over to 
the light. Her eyes were brilliant,in spi*e of 
her snowy hair, and she needed no spectacles 
to examine the contents. 

Colorless, odorless, harmless to all 6 pe 
ances. She poured out a little into one of the 

lasses and held it against the light, her bril- 
fiant eyes concentrating and contracting with 
the keenness of her gaze. Still colorles:, 
still unbetraying. But Mrs, Carmichael 
seemed perfectly satisfied. She poured 
the water from the lass back into 
the pitcher, and replaced that upon the 
tray, covering it carefully. She made no sound 
during all this time, for the rugs were soft and 
thick and her slippers noiseless, and the soft 
folds of her gray cashmere feil with scarcely a 
stir about her. , 

Nevertheless, Mrs, Carmichael’s thoughts 
were in a tumult, and Mrs. Carmichael's quiet 
lips shut sternly over a bitter cry for justice 
delayed. 





CHAPYER XXI. 
HARMLESS? 
I believe in you, but that’s not enough : 
Give my conviction a clinch ! 
—Robert Browning. 

‘By George!” exclaimed Mayhew vehe- 
mently, with an exaggerated gesture of des- 

eration. ‘‘ If this thing goes on much longer, 

loomingdale will be the place forme! I tell 
you, boys, unless Jack fetches Price out of this 
cloud of mystery in double quick time, I shall 
b2 a walking skeleton fit for his secret closet.” 

“How much we should regret that,” mur- 
mured Newton, wickedly. ‘For none of us 
would recognize you, Dick. A sort of centaur 
skeleton, now, would not b3 so far out of the 
way, but a walking spook is quite another 
thing—for you.” 

“I don’t know about that,” interrupted 
Burnside, laughing. ‘‘Mr. Richard walked 
pretty well yesterday with Miss Kittie Flor- 
ence, and to all appearances he had no thought 
of fatigue. He’s a sly one, that Mr. Richard 
Mayhew !" 

‘E-+pecially when he is trying to cut some 
other fellow out w.th one of our charming 

oung ladies,” aided Tom Hastings lazily, 

lowing aside the faint, gray curl of cigar 
smoke from about his face, that he might 
better criticize his friend’s appearance. 

“Oh, come! Quit your fooling,” said 
Morgan irritably. Morgan was reading the 
latest novel, and was Se hel, the pages 
at his garrulous companions. is boots were 
level with the piazza railing, and he looked the 
picture of ease. ** Unless a fellow buries him- 
self ia his room or fairly runs away on the 
water, there is no p°ace or quiet to be had for 
love or money. How do you expect me to 
have the least knowledge of this book in the 
midst of such chinning?’ 

““We don’t expect you to read, my dearest 
Herb,” rep] ed Burnside cilmly, puffing at his 
cigar in undisturbe i comfort, his eyes looking 
through the trailing vines upon the distant sails 
far away upon the Sound, g'eaming whitein the 
sunlight. ‘* And there seems to be much more 
hate than love ia this mysterious illness of 
Price. What is any novel compared to that! 
I have had my eyes op’n. Iam no kitten. 
And every day it grows upon my mind that we 
are living idly in the very midst of a romance 
a3 startling as the one you are reading, Mor- 
gan.’ 

‘*Paling’s latest has unsettled your reason, 
Burnside,” Newton interposed, with a gleam of 
laughter in his eyes. *‘ But if your romance is 
anything afer the fashion of Paling’s, I beg to 
be excused. Actors generally are consulted as 
to the part that they will accept in a drama, 
and in yoursI decline. Blue lights and slow 
music and that don’t b-come my complexion.” 

**You haven't any complexion,” retorted 
Burnside coolly, eying Newton, in his large, 
calm way. ‘“ Don’t lay claim to that, Neddie. 
Even Miss Dunbar would protest——” 

‘*We will not draw Miss Dunbar into this 
conversation,” said Newton quietly, but with 
@ flash in his eyes. ‘* We began by speaking of 
Peice’s illness, and, as usual, there is no hold- 
ing to one thread of thought.” 

** It’s like the Roman Catacombs or the Laby- 
rinth,” added Mayhew. ‘There is no getting 
out of its tangle, and we are sure to meet with 
some monster that will devour us in wrath. 
How is Price, Hastings? Of course you have 
seen him this morning?” 

**As any of you can, if you choose,’ replied 
Hastings, unruffled in temper. Things were 
going on well in the sick room, and Tom patted 

imself in mental approval for his part in the 
affair. ‘‘I don’t see why you fellows are not 


conviction. Motionless she sat and waited, | more often with Price anyway. If you were 
wgpehing, shut up in a sick room during this exasperat- 
The silent figure crossed the threshold, | ingly charming weather, I rather think you 


would be grateful for a little attention. Jack 
gave us full leave to sit up with him whenever 
rs. Carmichael will allow.” 

‘*That is just the difficulty,” Newton said, 
longeiogi shortly. 

** Mrs. Carmichael uses her authority with a 
mighty high hand, I think. She refused to let 
me see Price this very morning. She said that 
she preferred waiting until the doctor comes, 
Price is no worse, so far as she can say—those 
were her words—but she felt that it was hest 
not to disturb him until this afternoon. What 
do you think of that for nursely autho=!ty, if 
yeu ae Mr. Hastings, and what have you 
to say?” 

Burnside whistled low and long, opening his 
black eyes wide in astonishment. Morgan 
shruzged his shoulders suzgestively. Even 
Hastings looked surprised. 

**I went up early,” he said; “ perha that 
is the reason, Ned. He wasall rightthen. I 
saw him myself, and he said that he slept well 
the latter part of the alight; it was very warm 
during the early part of the evening, you know, 
and be was restless, I don’t understand why 
Mrs. Carmichael wouldn't let you in.” 

‘Neither do 1,” said Newton sarcastically. 
“‘T thought perhaps you might, my dear boy. 
eyes still fixed upon the door that closed so! As it is a mystery to youalso, I accept it as 
harmlessly behin1i the silent man. such. Madam Carmichael is variable in temper 

For full ten minutes the nurs? remained | it may be—nurses are sometimes. It doesn't 
upon the couch, goacony dosing to breathe, far | s ly bother me, only that I should be 
fear some one should wa'ching a: wellas| pleased to have some explanation regarding 
herself, and her plans be fruitless, Then, as/ Price.” 
silently a3 possible, she arose and crossed to * Which you will not have until the authori- 
the outer room. Instinctively she glanced | ties allow,” said Morgan, with supreme unc 
keenly toward the windows opening upon the | tion. * Possess your soul in patience, my dear 
balcony, but nothing was there. She was cer-| Ned, ‘ All things come to him who waits.’” 
tain that nothing was there, for her nerves “And sometimes to him who demands it 
were so finely strung at that moment that she | without patience,” added Newton, in consider- 
must have felt any strange presence. Every;| able heat. His temper was out of sorts be- 


drawing the door close after him, and moved 
stealthily along that line of light to the bed- 
side. The master was sleeping deeply. Nota 
sound proved that any one inthe house was 
awake save this daring intruder. Being as- 
sured of this, the man crossed to the stand 
where the water-pitcher and glasses were set 
on a tray, and first pausing once more to make 
certain of no prying eyes, he removed the cover 
from the pitcher, and drawing a small vial from 
an inner pocket of his coat, leaned forward to- 
ward the lamp-light to read the inscription 
upon it, and then poured the contents into 
the pitcher. 

Replacing the cover, assuring himself noth- 
ing was disturbed upon the tray to betray him 
or a hint of color in the wa’‘er, he turned, and, 
without another glance toward the bed, passed 
out more in the shad )w, save where the thres- 
hold crossed tte lig'it. 

That was all. No word; n9 violence; per- 
fect silence. 

Perfect silence through the house, save the 
smothered footsteps along the corridor. Per 
fect silence in the room, save the quiet breath- 
ing of the sleeper. Perfect silence in the room 
beyond, save the beating heart of the woman 
leaning forward, motionless, with her brilliant 
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cause of the refusal received at his friend's 
door, and it had rankled in his mind until he 
was undoubtedly in a bad humor, which was 
not improved by hearing that Hastiags had 
been admitted when he was denied. 

‘But you don’t seem to take into considera- 
tion that Dr. Jack Graham has given madam, 
the nurse, supreme authority, Ned,” suggested 
Mayhew evenly. “If you are shut out, so are 
the rest of us, excepting Mr. Hastings, the 
doctor’s chum and nursie’s assistant. You had 
best not mind it. I don’t mind.” 

‘* Well, I do!” retorted Newton, unappeaced, 
although he smoked in furious silence for a 
few moments afterward and regained an out- 
ward show of calmness, though the flash in 
his eyes showed that he was still inwardly 


angry. 

But had he known what passed in Price’s 
room that afternoon when Dr. Graham made 
his customary call upon his patient, h's anger 
would have been utterly forgotten in extrem- 
ity of wonder; for Mrs, Carmichael believed 
that the time had come for her to inform the 
physician what she had seen and heard during 
the past two nights, 

Graham had talked with Price, assuring him 
that he was fast recovering perfect health, 
although he must request him to remain in 
his room and under the care of the nurse; and 
after a half-hour's light conversation he passed 
into Mrs, Carmichael’s room, before he left, as 
was his habit, to learn from her if there were 
any change or any new development. 

To his surprise, he did not find her resting 
upon the couch. Usually she remained upon 
the couch during the day, excepting when she 
waited upon her patient or served his meals. 
Now she was evidently waiting the physician's 
coming. There was a warm flush of color on 
her cheeks and afire in her dark eyes that 
made her beautiful and almost young, in spite 
of her snowy hair. 
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Graham looked at} her in unconcealed sur- 
She saw this 
hing, swift, vanishing part- 
ing of the lips that made the after gravity 
greater by contract. She controlled her ex- 


ld flutter | directly. 
ae bease we Peery The extraordinary interest in the affair was 


less due to the murder and its peculiar circum- 
I think that we have sufficient proof ae Ve 40 yom that this 7 bed —- 
I di te , and case tried at San a in any more formal cour 
ee eee Se hed than the time-honored institution of Judge 


prise and lurking admiration. 


and ~ smiled—a 


citement, but the 


slightly when at first.ghe —. Rast a 
’ or. 


**T have waited for you 
my best. 
—now. 
will understand why when I have finis 
what I have to tell you.” 


He bade her with quiet authority to be 
He saw that she was under extreme 


seated, 
excitement, and she mechanically obeyed him. 

“T felt that we could trust to your perception 
and discretion, Mrs. Carmichael,” he said, 
grave approval. 

Their voices were low; no one outside of 
the room could overhear; but they betrayed 
no more than the usual formality of question 
and answer between physician and nurse. 

‘You are very kind,” said Mrs, Carmichael, 
and her pretty voice was now softly and evenly 
modulated. Dr. Graham did not wonder that 
her patients trusted her so implicitly or were 
easily managed when under her care. 

“* But now,” added Dr. Graham, in his qu‘et, 
professional voice,-“‘if I may hear what you 
have to say, Mrs, Carmichael——” 

** Certainly,” said Mrs, Carmichael, in as pro- 
fessional-like a voice ashisown. ‘ Have you 
read Mr. Paling’s new novel, Dr. Graham?’ 

The physician frowned. 

** Pardon me,” he said, coldly. 
comsmuayent why = should refer to a novel in 
explaining what has occurred here, Mrs, Car- 
michael.” 

‘*Pardon me,” she said, softly ;: and uncon- 
sc'ously he listened attentively for every word 
uttered in this charming voice ; ‘* but the novel 
is so connected with what has occurre 
that I cannot fail to refer to it, doctor.” 

**In what way?’ he queried, stil) sternly. 

Her hands moved in the pretty, suggest 
gesture familiar to him; her voice was slow an 
very distinct. 

**{n the way that it was written for this end, 
Dr. Grabam.’ 

He started, with a swift, keen glance dow 
into her bright eyes. Then he frowned severe- 
ly. There must be no romancing in this serious 
case. Facc and not fancy must fashion the 
pr.ofs-for which they were working! 

“Still,” he said sternly, ‘‘I do not under- 
stand you, Mrs. Carmichael. Perhaps novels 
are somewhat out of my line of life, but com- 
mon sense assures me that only in imagination 
could such an incident exist.” 

She smiled. 

He smiled more icily in exasperation. 

“*[ overheard one of your friend's guests 
speaking of this novel, Dr. Graham,” the nurse 
said steadily in explanation. ‘I have been 
waiting for a new novel from this author! The 
outline, as given by Mr. Mayhew, coincided 
with my expectations. I sent tor the novel and 

read it. I read it two nights ago while sitting 
with your patient. It explained many things, 
but at the same time I was afraid because 
there was so little pity in it! Wait one mo- 
ment!” 

He was rising impatiently but paused at her 
gesture. 

‘That night, Dr. Graham, I had a visitor—a 
miduight visitor. More properly speaking, I 
should Have said a visitor to your patient. 
This was a woman. She did not enter. She 
stood upon the balcony yonder and looked in at 
the windows. I made my presence known and 
she went away:” 

*“*Are you sure?” exclaimed the doc‘or, for 
the first time betraying excitement. ‘And 
what then? Who was she, Mrs. Carmichael ?” 

“You will know,” said Mrs. Carmichael 
qnie ly, ‘when I bave finished, Dr, Graham. 

ou will know—as I knew! Whoever she was, 
she came and went in a carriage. I knew her 
by the power of her eyes. She has marvelous 
mental power, as I have reason to know. 

**Last night another visitor came. Not this 
Ww. mMao— not any woman. A man of this house- 
hold. I was here—wa‘ching—for I expected 
some one after the woman’s presence. He 
came and I watched him unobserved. The 
light from the lamp strikes clearly across from 
the bed to the unlocked door. He came in 
that way. He came fora purpose, Look hrre!” 

She arose and he arose with her, for the mo 
ment controlied by her excitement. She 
crossed to the table at the other end of the 
room and uncovered the silver water-pitcher 
which she had removed from the patient’s 
room. 

Graham g'anced at the contents and then at 
her. He was halt annoyed and half startled by 
her manner and words, for he could not be- 
lieve that the told him this to show him noth- 
ing but the drinking water which had been in 
Price’s room all night. Her meaning did not 
at once enter his mind. 

“You do not comprehend, doctor,” she said, 
her voice falling almost toa whisper. for an 
instant laying one hand upon his arm, her eyes 
uvon his as though she would im ress him 
with hertrath. ‘* You, being a physician, will 
be able to say whether or not this is harmless, 
but the man who enotered last night poured 
into this water the entire contents of a via! 
which he carried. It left no color, no odor, but 
—is it harmless ?” 

He comprehended now. He called himself 
inwardly an insufferable fool not to have 
guessed her meaning at once. Had they not 
been waiting and watching for just this thing? 

Wi h a swift gesture of impatience, his eyes 
met those of the quiet nurse. 

‘* Bring me a small bottle,” he said, in swift 
command, “I shall take a part of this with 
me, Mrs. Carmichael, and discover beyond 
doubt whether or not it is harmless. But I 
think,” he added to himself, his eyes bent in- 
tently upon the fateful pitcher as he waited 
for the return of the nurse—‘‘I think that we 
sha'l prove it not harmless, but the devil's own 
drug of death!” 


(To be Continued, ) 
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A Patient Mother. 


Did you ever see a small boy—or girl, either, 
for that matter—who didn’t ask questions? 


just left. 


Blake’s Widow. 














































Lynch. 


the trial, Judge Pitblado hospitabl 


use of his shed. 


Silas Baggett’s s‘ore. 


Jake Smith looked at these preparations for 
discontent, and then 
turning into the lane 
When he reached the door 
of the shanty he leaned against the jamb and 
poked his naked bead inside, fanning him<elf 
in an embarrassed way with his ar, fra- 

nten- 
tion of saying something, but the sight within 


a time with Sas 
strolled down the road, 
that led to Blake's. 


grant hat. He had come there with the 


made him forget it. 


Blake’s widow sat there, as she Lad set pretty 
much all the time since the murder, staring 
straight before her, with her chin in her palm. 
The sunlight struck through the foliage of the 
oor, and 
“I fail to | checkered with flickering brightness the floor 

was sleeping. 

een three days 
ago (could it be only three days ?)—just as it 
had been when she went out that he 
m 


red-oak trees that grew before the 
and cradle in which Jem’s ba 
There it was, just as it had 


look after the drying clothes #d left 


and the baby ony roe with his hair. 
screamed once, t 


rough bed in the other room; when they car- 
ried him to the grave, she following with the 
baby in her arms, 


Jake Smith was trying to find the link miss- 
erplexity 
—or something—and Blake’s widow looked up 
Jake nodded pleasantly 


ing in his thoughts; he sniffid with 


without speaking. 
four or five times. 
** Pooty chipper?” asked he. 
Blake’s widow smiled sadly, bent over the 


sleeping child and smoothed the clothes with a 


tender touch. 


‘“*They’re agoin’ ter try him in a_ court,” 


Jake went on, ‘‘an’ I don’t believe-——’ 


‘“‘Try who—Antonio?” She turned toward 


the burly figure in the door with a flash of in- 
terest in her black eyes. 

** Yes, 
his shed. I hope it'll turn out all right, but it 
seems like givin’ that Mexican devil a chance 
he oughtn’t ter have.” 

**He can't get clear, can he?” she asked, 
rocking the cradle gently and pattirg the cov- 
erlet. 


‘*T don’t see how, but he’s got some kind of 


a law cuss to speak for him—a feller that 
stopped here a day or two ago on his way to 
Galveston—and it makes me kind o’ nervcus.” 

Blake’s widow did not appear to notice the 
last remark, for the child, disturbed by the 
talking, had awakened and sa‘ up in his cradle 
with a wonderiag look. 

**Pooty ain't he?” said Jake, regarding the 
small figure with interest. ‘* Looks just like— 
ahem !—you. Poor little—I—a—” he stam- 
mered, and treated his hat like a mortal 
enemy. ‘Of course he’d had—you've got— 
there’s nothing I could do fur yer, maybe?” 

She answered with a grateful look, but it 
was accompanied by a shake of the head. 

Jake bent down and with his big forefinger 
softly rumpled the hair of the baby’s head ; 
then he went out and left them, Blake’s widow 
sitting as he found her, and the baby staring 
down the path after him. 

He walked on un il he reached the top of tke 
little hill, where he could look down upon the 
roof which covered the piteous scene he had 
Here he seemed to have half a mind 
to turn back, for he hesitated and stopped; but 
he changed his partial intention after linger- 
ing a moment, and walked medita'ively on- 
ward, wth the exclamation: “Wal, some 


women do beat the d——1 amazin’. 


Of course everybody came to the trial. The 
arrangements were soon found tobe altogether 
too meager. Pitblado’s shed was filled to over- 
flowing, and Baggett made a clean sweep of 
every empty box in his store. 

Antonio’s lawyer, a sharpeyed, sharp- 
featured fellow from Galveston, had bustled 
about with surprising agility on the on 

revious, holding mysterious conferences wit 

ll conditioned fellows of Gueldo’s kidney. 

‘lhe court was assembied, the jury bad been 
chosen, and the witnesses were all present 
save one—Blake’s widow. 

Pre ty soon there was a stir at the door, then 
a murmur of surprise ran through the crowded 


room. 

“May I be d—d,” said Jake Smith, audibly, 
** if she hasn't brought her taby !” 

What reason she may have had for not hav- 
ing lett the little thing in charge of some sym- 
pathizing woman—and there were plenty who 
would have been glad of the trust—was not 
apparent ; however that might be, there it was, 
damned firmly in herarms, i's bright red cheeks 
contrasting with her whiteness, and its fatner's 
sunny hair mingling with her dark locks, 

With some difficulty way was made through 
the throng for ber to reach her seat, which 
had been placed on one side of the 
Judge, (directly opposite the candle-box on 
the other where Antonio sat. She took 
her p'ace and never moved during the whole 
of the trial, excepting as she was re- 
quired to testify, and once when the baby 
tugged at some glistening thing that lay hidden 


in the folds of her dress, at which she took 


Antonio Gueldo had shot Jem Blake dead in 
his own doorway, and the trial was to come off 


As there was no pace specially arranged for 

offered the 
Here a rough table and chair 
were placed for the Judge, the other necessary 
in | furniture, intended to represent the dock, the 
stand, etc., being eked out with boxes from 


atandiog in the door by the cradle (how fond 
d here | he was of the baby !)—just as it was when she 
heard the crack of the pistol and ran in with 
an awful sense of suffocating fright—just the 
ive | same as when she found him lying upon the 
d | cradle, dabbling its white linen with his “a. 

e 
e tirst and last complaint any 
one had heard her make; then she was quiet 
n | and heipful through it all—when men came 
and lifted him up; when they laid him on the 





The Jedge is making a court out of 


Of course you didn’t unless you were born | pains to distract its attention with a chip from 
blind. ; the floor. As for the baby, it set there with its 
It was a boy in this instance and he was with | big blue eyes open to their fullest extent, en- 
his mother In the waiting-room of the B:usb | tirely absorbed in the novel scene, save at the 


street station half an hour before train time. 
He had exhausted all the subjects suggested 
by his surroundings and come down to him- 
self, : 

‘* Mamma,” he said, ‘‘why wasn't Ia little 
girl?” 

‘“* Really, Freddie, I can’t tell jou,” she an- 
swered good-naturedly. 

**f¢ ’d been a Jittle girl I wouldn’t have been 
a little boy, would I?” 

‘* No, Freddie.” 

‘IT couldn’t be both unless I was twins, 
could It” 

**Searce'y. 

“Tf I'd been a little g'rl, mamma, I wouldn't 
have been a man when I growed up, would I?” 

“No; you would have been a woman.’ 

_ a woman a growed up little girl?” 

a) es,” 

** Do all little girls grow up and be women?” 

‘** Unless they die.” 

** Do little boys die, too?” 

‘* Some of them.” ; 

‘Do them that don’t grow up to be men?” 

‘** Yes, Freddie.” s 

‘“‘ Will I be a man some day, mamma? 

‘**Ye+, Freddie, I hope so.’ : 

“It I growed upto be a woman! wouldn't 
have qitlchess and wear pants, would I?” 

“ Ne.” 

** Why, mamma?” 

‘* Because women wou!dn’t do those things, 
Freddie,” 

** Why don’t they?” 

** Because they can’t.” 

‘Why not, memmat” 

‘**O, just because,” i 

* What's because, mamma ? 

What the patient mother would have an-. 
swered will never be known, for the train was 
announced and she hurried out with the kid, 






moment when that irresistible glitter caught 
its eye. 

ee one being now present, the trial went 
on in good earnest, A number of witnesses 
were examined, whose testimony showed that 
Gueldo bad had trouble with Blake, and more 
than once threatened his life; that Gueldo’s 
pistol was one charge empty on the evening of 
the day of the murder, whereas in the morning 
it had been full; that he was seen that morn. 
ing around Blake's house, and more than that 
Blake’s widow had heard Gueldo’s voice just be- 
fore the fatal shot, and had seen his retieating 
form as she ran ouf, 

At this last point the Galveston lawyer asked 
the witness a few questions regarding how she 
knew it was Gueldo’s, and how she had recog- 
nized the voice for his. She didn’t kuow how 
exactly, but was ncne the less sure for that. 

There had been a rumor at out that some one 
had heard Antonio make a boast of baving 
“done for Blake this time,” but if there were a 
witness for this he could not be found now. 

And so the pros>cution closed. 

The Galveston lawyer began by Involving in 
a whirlpoo! of hopeless contradiction the wit- 
ness who had sworn to having seen Gueldo 
near Blake's house. Then he expatiated on the 
esse with which one person may be mistaken 
for another, and brought a witness to show 
how Gueldo bad already been said to resemble 
some one in the village. Finally he produced 
three of the ill-conditioned fellows before re- 
ferred to, who swore that Antonio was with 
them on a hunting expedition during the whole 
of the day on which the murder was com- 
mitted, ; 

It wasaclear case of alibi, Jake Smith's 
astonishment at the ease with which the thing 
had been accomplished was unbounded. He 
threw a disgus look towards Pitblado, but 


be interested with things in Jake’s vicinity. 
‘Gentlemen of the ju 






































I s’pose. you've got .to go b 
that don’t need any explainin’. 
make out, accordin’ ter that, 


that’s what yer here fur.” 


deliberating. 


face. 


his shirt-sleeves. 


“Straightened it out, have yer?” asked he, 


nodding to the spokesman. 
The man nodded tlowly in return. 


** Yer see,” said the spokesman, with a hes'- 
tating and disappointed air, ‘‘ ef yer hadn’t a- 
corralled us with stickin’ ter the evidence we 
might ’a’ done better, but accordin’ to that 
Antonio wasn’t thar when the murder was 
done, an’ ef he warn’t thar he couldn’t a done 
it; an’ ef he didn’t do it, why—then—of cou:se 


he’s—not guilty.” 


way toward the prisover. 


long.” 


movcd. 


Jake Smith exploded a single cuss word, 
which he had held in for some time past, and 


Blake's widow stood up. 


** Have you got through, judge?” she asked. 


‘* Wal—I—s'pose so.” 

“ And there is nothing else to be done?” 

‘**\’m afraid there ain't.” 

** And he’s free to go?” 

* Y-a a-s,” 

Antonio Gueldo rose with an insolent grin 
and picked up hs hat. 


The baby crowed, for it saw the glittering 


thing again. 
There was a sharp 1eport—Antonio 
forward in a heap upon the floor and 


itched 


breast. 
A line of thin blue smoke curled from the 


muzzle of the weapon and formed a halo 
around the child's flaxen head. The glittering 


thing was quite near the l'ttle hands now, and 
they took it from the yielding grasp of the 
mother. 

Blake’s widow looked steadily at the figure 
on the floor—it was quite motionless ; then she 
turned and went through the wide pees 
opened for her by the silent crowd, holding the 
or aa tenderly and the baby carrying the 

stol. 

The child laughed with delight; it had got 
its shining plaything again. 


_—_ 


‘I have traveled over the entire United 
States in my official capacity as commissioner 
of The Societe Medicale of Paris, in search of 
the best locality for a sanitarium for consump- 
tives, and after long deliberation reported upon 
this country (New Mexico) in the vicinity of 
Las Cruces.” A. PETIN, M. D., L. C. P., 

France. 








Advice to Publishers. 


**It is only a take-off on the dear girls,’ said 
the publisher's clerk to a New York World re- 
porter, as he read the little item. Then he 
aoe and read it again. his is what met 

is gaze: 

** Publishers would make a good — of it 
if they would print novels for young ladies, 
with the last chapter following immediately 
upon the preface.” 

“Still,” he added slowly, ‘‘there is some 
sense in the item after all. Only I am afraid it 
is too bold an innovation on established 
ne hods, and might meet with a groan from 
the Authors’ club.” 

**But have you ever seen a girl read a 
novel?” 

‘*The man who wrote that paragraph was a 
keen observer. ‘This is abou" the way it goes : 
A girl gets hold of a new book. All her friends 
have read it and now she wants to enjoy it, 
too. She gets the paper-culter, curls up grace- 
fully on the sofa and proceeds to cut ten or 
twenty leaves. She plunges headlong 
into the work. If it is a love match— 
and depend upon it it is—her interest is raised 
to the highest. After three or four pages she 
comes to a ticklish place where the hero is 
wildly deliberating ‘twixt one or t’other. Here 
her sympathetic nature completely overcomes 
her—and she plunges s raightway to the back 
of the book, !o the last chapter, to the last 

. to the last line, and there she reads : 

** And so they were married, and Maude 
and Gerald lived happily ever afterward.’ 
With a little sigh of relief she tosses the book 
aside, having delved into the first and last 
ee only. 

** Yes,” said the clerk wearily, ‘‘ the scheme 
you suggest is a great one. It would save 
printers’ bills and might increase our salaries 
ami'e. I wish you would advocate it.” 

Girls, what do you say? 





Excursion to Se enaaCem D.C., on Nov. 23 
via Erie & Lehigh Valley Railways. 

Save ten silver dollars ana have the finest 
holiday trip of the season. Just imagine, only 
costing ten dollars for the round trip from 
Suspension Bridge to Washington, and don't 
miss visiting the grand old cities in close prox- 
imity to Washington, tickets good to return 
up to December 3, inclusive, Tickets will be 
on sale at Susvension Bridge. Train will leave 
at 4.40 p.m. For further particulars apply to 
S. J. Sharp, 19 Wellington street east, Toronto. 








His Heart Right, Anyway. 

Master of ceremonies— You can’t bring those 
apples in here. ‘Ihere’s a funeral going on. 

Suburban friend of family—I know there is ; 
but considerin’ they said ‘ Please omit flowers,’ 
an’ knowin’ how ford th’ deceased always was 
of fruit, I tnought I'd eelp in a few winter pip- 
pins t’ kinder decorate with. 





Etiquette. 
Washington Jones— Ware yo goin’, Claud ? 
Claud—I fo'got mah razzer. Do you tink I 
would go toa pahty widout complyin’ wid the 
conventionalities of eassiety ? 








Tragedy. 
He—Why are you so tad, darling? 
She—I was just thinking, dearest, that this 
was the last evening we could be together till 
to-morrow. 





Enterprising. 
Col. Hooks (entering meeting of real estate 
nis)—I am a trifle /ate. Meta highwayman 

about a mile out of town. 

Chorus of agents— Did he rob you? 

Col. Hooks—No; but it took me some littie 
time to convince him of the certainty of the 
boom in this city, ard seli him a corner lot. 


Conjectural History. 
Teacher— What was the title that the Indians 


bestowed upon William Penn? 
Bright Pupi!—Dunno, His Nibs, I guess. 











The day after a debauch, or any intemperate 
indulgence, a single teaspoonful of the Father 
Mathew Remedy will remove all mental and 
physical depression, 


the judge was nonplussed and didn’t seem to 


.” sa'd he, “things 
has took a turn I didn’t altogether expec’. 
I don’t know as there’s much to be said. 
the evidence, an’ 

Ef you kin 
that Antonio 
Gueldo killed Jem Blake, why, jest recollect 


Jake Smith 1 dgeted about on his box and 
cast anxious glances through the open door to- 
ward the clump of nopals where the jury were 


Antonio talked and laughed in an undertone 
with his counsel, and Biske’s widow sat star- 
ing at them with compressed lips and a strong 
expression of determination coming into her 


It wasn’t long before the jury filed in again, 
all seating themselves but the spokesman, and 
Judge Pitblado rose, wiping his forehead with 


Pitblado didn’t dare to look at anybody ; he 
stared up at the rafters, down at the table, 
nowhere in particular, and then turned half- 


‘*You kin zo,” said he at last, and with great 
deliberation, ‘‘ but don’t stay around here too 


There was a dead pause during which nobody 


lake’s 
widow stood with the pistol pressed to her 


























Correspondence Coupon. 


logical study sent in. The 


address Correspondence Column. 
companied by coupons are not studied. 
Hepatica.—1. 


nese, sympathy some perseverance and 
ment, ambition, carefulness. 3. Take 
ition slightly developed and judge for yourself. 
W. V. C.—This beautiful a 
to me. 
I know it. 


easy 


discreet. 
Hveo.—If you don’t get on in life 


of fun 


persistence and imagination. 
rather than reason. 
lot or kick a football with equal success. 
your study out by itself to give it room. 


in your turn. 


an euchre, whist, for instance. 


soprano, therefore I am afraid to select you a song. 


assert iteelf without reserve, and you are extremely deter 
mined and apt toact and judge on impulse, 


ideas. Awriting and character which needs pruning and 


are important. 
C. L. 8. C. No. 9.—Writing shows wit, good temper, kind- 
ness, carefulness, a disposition to make and think the best 


charming. You kindly give me plenty of capi‘als, but 
they lack the signification of tact and sense of harmony 
and beauty, as your writing generally lacks independence 
and firmness of will You are rather gifted with imagina- 
tion, which is controlled by good judgment and though 
companionable are sufficiently discreet. 


Barcusr.—I do not find anything in your writing to go 
against your success as an elocutionist, but your ortho- 
graphy is rather defective, for instance, you have only one 
“t” in putting and only one ‘'r” in correctly. These are 
very careless mistakes, and would show a lack of culture 
or a lack of care, either of which would be disastrous to a 
successful elocutionist. You have great sympathy and 
imagination, which would erable you to throw yourself into 
your recitation, and you have some power, but not any 
magnetism. I don’t see the energy, quickness of percep- 
tion and bright optimism that should be, but you may suc- 
ceed without them. 

Dow Farrant.—Your writing shows strength and inde- 
pendence. You are large-minded and generous, with 
rather big ideas and good seif-esteem, tenacious and not 
apt to relinguish an idea, even when it costs you some 
trouble to carry it out. You are not alwaysin the same 
humor, having moods of tacturnity and k quacity. You 
are reasonably careful, but not pernickity, and you can be 
pretty savage when you are put out, otherwise your tem- 
per is good and your disposition pleasant. You like a 
trial of strength, are fond of an argument, a little o stinate 
about your own way, and altogether a breez, stirring, get 
a-move-on sort «f fellow Donis not a f. llow-country- 
man of yours, and isn’t a bit likely todo as you suggest, 
though 1 think your idea is correct as well as flattering. 


CarmeEn.— I do not believe that men marry girls because 
they are good housekeepers. I should hate to think that 
was the best or most general reason. When girls are 
pretty, popular, accomplished and also learned in house- 
wifery, as you describe, they generally have a pretty good 
opinion of themselves and are apt to be particular whom 
they marry, and not over anxious to marry anyone For 
that reacon they are oftener bridesmaids than brides, I 
was once warned by an ancient colored mammy not to be 
too spry or I'd never get a husband. The helpless oncs 
certainly do seem to marry easiest. Your writing shows 
indecision, good sense, lack of imagination, carefulnes-, 
self-esteem, very peculiar temper and a rather kind di- 
position. The hand, either by disguise or nature, is so very 
shaky and tremulous that it is not a very satisfactory 
study. 

T:rrany.—i Yes, but it needs practice and is rather 
studied. 2 Do not use it or anything else. It isdanger- 
ous to tinker with the eyelashes. 8. Very probably. I 
have heard lately of two cases where ladies put ointment 
on their eyelashes to make them grow, and inflammation 
of the eyes was the result. 4 Thanks for your kind 
words. Les me know how your are getting on with the 
shorthand? 5 Your writing shows some ambition, gener- 
osity, rather ahcpeful disposition, some imagination ar d 
tact. You would never cffe:d by an awkward remark, 
but would perhaps not do yourself justice always. Your 
hand lacks decision and self-sesertion, and will improve 
with years, for the main merits cf chirography are in it. 


E.iss.—Dear child, I have been there myself and have 
learned the foolishness of it. Only time and common 
sense and less exacting notions will cure you—as it has 
done me. He doesn’t mean a bit cf barm, and so k ne as 
it is open and above board you need never bother about it. 
Just as soon as you think of it (this is Iri-b) think cf acme- 
thing else, but whatever you do don’t fret about it, for you 
know 

* «To be wrath with one we love 
Doth work like madness on the brain.” 


Your writing shows a Jittle longing for praise and love of 
effect, some temper, candor, decision and honor. You sre 
not buoyant nor hopeful and lack intuition and tact, but 
your character is worthy of admiration. Your writing is 
plain, original acd striking ; let it be. 


Imp —Depends on taste entirely. Some men and woman 
admire a very slender woman ; some er joy the sight «f 
generous and rounded outlines. If the slender women and 
the plump one are equally graceful, I rather incline toa 
swelling contour, than a fairy waist and slim shoulders 
The slender one has perhaps the advantage i1 street cos- 
tume, aud the plump one in full dreess,so you see it is 
about even. 2. Ceitainly the debutante should go in full 
drese to her first ball. A lovely frock would be a pure 
white embroidered chifon with a bouquet of white and 
pink, or white and blue. The slippers and gloves should 
be white, I think fora young girl's first appearance. 3% 
Again, it depends upon the letters. A young girl knows if 
she thould show a letter to her mother without danger cf 
reproof. If she feels she could not, her own self-respect 
should make her stop such letters forthe future. If she 
fee ls satis fied that there is nothing objectionat le in her let- 
ters, I don’t think she is actually bound to show them to her 
mother, though a mutual confidence between mother and 
daughter is a very desirable thing. At the same time there 
are mothers and mothers,and to some I know I think I 
should pot give the freedom of my correspondence if I were 
their daughter. Seventeen is rather young for a girl to be 
80 independent. 4 You are hopeful, clever, witty, adapt- 
able, rather idealistic and not so determined as you might 
be. You have sympathy, intuitive perception, truthful- 
ness and a good itea of right. A va pleasing character, 
with excellent points, but will be still better if carefully 
watched and trained to maturity. 








FOR PAIN. 





DIAMOND VERA CURA 


CURES DYSPEPSIA AND INDICESTION 


If you cannot get Diamond Vera Cura 
from your Druggist, send 25c. for sample 


box to 
CANADIAN DEPOT 


44 and 46 Lombard St. 
TORONTO, = - ONT. 


The above coupon must accompany every grapho- 
Editor requests corres- 
pondents to observe the following rules: 1. Graphological 
studies must consist of at least six lines of original matter, 
including several capital letters. 2. Letters will be an- 
swered in their order, unless upder unusual circumstances. 
Correspondents need not take up their own and the editor’s 
time by writing reminders and requeste for haste. 3. Quo- 
tations, scraps or postal cards are not studied. 4. Please 
Enclosures unless ac- 


Gossip, wench, awful, knave, villian ! 
These are a few words the original meaning of which has 
changed or Geteriorated. 2 Your writing shows gentle- 
atience, refine- 

» with iotu- 


nd hand seems familiar 
But perhaps it is not through these columns that 
It shows faithfulness to duty, adaptability, love 
of beauty, some culture, rather a fickle nature, but charm- 
ing in spite of that drawback, generous and sweet-temp- 
ered, hopeful, bright and at the same time trustworthy and 


our writing will have 
to be changed. You are fall of decision, energy and love 
All your thoughts and tendencies are upward. 
You have ready wit, quick sympathy, soaring ambition, 
Your method would be force 
You should be able to boom a town 
I feel like setting 


QuiLu-Driver.—1. It is too bad you have to wait so long, 
but I have a conscience somewhere, and I have to put you 
What made you think I was likely to dis- 
approve of cari playing? I enjoy some other game more 
th: It takes more time and 
thought, but generally speaking, I enjoy any game. 3. 
You don’t tell me what kind of a voice you haye, alto or 





Haze. Kirxs.—You are honest and sincere, not much of 
a practical manager, have rather an idealistic turn of 
mind and desire torise. Your will is strong and apt to 


Are rather 
given to demonstrativeress, and have largely generous 


discipline, and to learn that little things and little actions 


of your friends and surroundings which is as rare as it is 



























west beg to announce 
stock of the latest novelties in dre:s goc 
French trimmings, etc. 


our stock. 





Another service rendered by 


ALASKA CREAM 


nee who shave themselves. It is far 
1way, superior to any of 
a ie ae y the preparaticns 


AFTER SHAVING 


- ieee areney - sticky ; it dries in quick’y ; 
vents smartin i ki 
Gee ae or chapping of the skin 

Says our leading tonsorial artist : 

a have tested your Alaska Cream, and after 
an experience of thirty years in manipulating 
the epidermis have not found its equal, 

(S’g’d) Pror. NELSON.” 
TO BE HAD OF ALL DRUGGISTS 
PRICE 25 CENTS 





MADE ONLY BY 


STUART W. JOHNSTON 


TORONTO 


AMERICAN | 


FAIR 
334 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Webster's great dictionary, 250 


of them for $1.84 each—no stu- 
dent should miss the chance. A 
great purchase of Agate Ironware. 
One dollar buys as much as two 
dollars as heretofore sold. Hinged 
and well guarded Lanterns 39c., 


worth 75c. Mrs. Potts’ Irons 84c.; 
extra handles 23c. Ebony Stove 
Polish, finest ever made, 6 oz. 
bottles 1oc., usually 15c. Acme 


Shoe Dressing 19:.; Negro Shoe Dressing 19c.; ‘* Tip Top,” 
best for ladies’ fine shoes, 19c. Pearl Buttons for 50. doz » 
worth 102. Closing those beautiful oil splashes 5>., worta 
252. The best display of Lamps we ever » 21c., usually 
40 ; 69c., cheap for $1.25; 98c., cheap for ¢2; a dozen 
other values. Ooal Scuttlee—beauties, and strong — 
medium size, 19> ; large, 24c.; large, funneled, 38c.; extra 
heavy galvanized, 24c. each up. A complete show of Doll 
Carriages at most popular prices. uties in High 
Chairs, Large Chairs and R ckers for dolls, 2ic., worth 
40c. Do not neglect our closing-up sale of 3,000 Albums, 
much lese than half you ever saw them before. Open even- 


irgs. Come and see. 
W. H. BENTLEY 
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A GAIN OF A POUND A DAY IN THE 
CASE OF A MAN WHO HAS BECOME “ALL 
RUN DOWN,’’ AND HAS BEGUN TO TAKE 
THAT REMARKABLE FLESH PRODUCER, 


: 
SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 
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OF PURE COD LIVER OIL WITH 
Hypophosphites of Lime & Soda 


IS NOTHING UNUSUAL, THIS FEAT 
HAS BEEN PERFORMED OVER AND CVER 
AGAIN. PALATABLE AS MILK. EN- 
DORSED BY PHYSICIANS. ScoTr’s 
EMULSION IS PUT UP ONLY IN SALMON 
COLOR WRAPPERS. SOLD BY ALL DruG- 
GISTS AT 50c. AND $1.00 
Si rT S&= BROWNE, Belleville. 
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Misses E. & H. Johnston of 122 King s'‘reet 
that they have a ae 
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Ladies who admire a 
stylish and perfect-fitting gown should inspect 
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Music. 

HEINTZMAN & Co.’s ware- 
rooms on Wednesday even" 
ing of last week the Ger- 
mans of the city were as- 
sembled on the occasion of a 
concert given in aid of the 
German lutheran church. 
Some vexatious delay was 

ovcasioned by an accident which happened to 

Mr. Robert Mahr's violin, after which a short 

but enjoyable programme was carried out and 

warmly applauded. A Beethoven trio in C 

major was played by Miss Woolryche, Mr. 

Mabr and Mr. Dinelli with great care and 

taste, although Mr. Mahr was obliged to use 

an inferior violin, which prevented the finer 
beauties of the composition from being shown. 

From the same cause he was unable to play his 

solo. Miss Jardine Thomson sang two songs 
with great expression and in fine voice. This 
young lady should be heard oftener at our con- 

certs. She is painstaking and earnest and has 

a very sweet voice. Miss Kleiser, thouzh suf- 
fering from a cold, gave an excellent perform- 
ance of Mattei’s Dear Heart, which showed 
her fine, sympathetic voice to great advantage. 
Mr. E. W. Schuch sang Schumann’s Two 
Grenadiers in the original to the great pleasure 
of his listeners, and was warmly encored. Miss 
Woolryche gave a very acceptable rendering of 
a Scherzo by Jadassohn and of Schumann’s 
Grillen. The accompaniments were excellen'ly 
played by Miss Lillie, Miss Clara Kleiser and 
Mr. Dinelli. 





On Thanksgiving evening two church con- 
certs drew immense audiences. At the Broad- 
way Tabernacle some fifteen hundred people 
enjoyed a good programme presented by Mrs. 
Caldwell, Miss Agnes Knox, Mr. Fred War- 
rington and Mr. Gu'seppe Dinelli. Mrs. Cald- 
well was still suffering from the cold which 
caused her arare experience a few days ago, 
that of being compelled to cancel an engage- 
ment. Her art, however, stood her in such 
good stead that she was able to completely 
hide any deficiencies caused by her illness. She 
gavea very graceful rendition of With Verdure 
Clad, and sang Pease’s Oh! Hush Thee My 
Baby with tenderness and feeling. Needless 
to say, both efforts were encored, a fate that 
befell the performances of all the artists en- 
gaged. Miss Agnes Knox, charming as always 
in app2arance, was as refined and artistic as 
ever in her readings, which were received with 
great warmth by the audience. Mr. Warring- 
ton was in fine voice and gave excellent render. 
ings of Tne Sailor's Grave and The Day is 
Done. Mr. Dinelli played a brilliant festival 
march of hisown composition, as wellas the 


accompaniments of the singers. Altogether a 


most enjoyable evening was spent. 


- 

Elm street Methodist church drew the other 
large audience, the building being completely 
filled. The platform was one of the most 
beautiful sights ever seen at a concert in 
Toronto, floral decorations being profuse and 
in the best taste. A large and efficient choir 
took part and sang some choruses with splen- 
did attack and precision. The tone was a 
trifle shrill in the trebles, and there might 
have been more shading. Still the general ex- 
cellence of the choir work was most creditable 
to Mr. and Mrs, H. M. Blight, who have charge 
of the musicin this church. Mrs. Fenwick, so 
popularly known as Miss Maggie Barr, sang 
The Angel at the Window as sweetly as ever 
and with great feeling, givimg One Sweetly 
Solemn Thought as an encore. Her second 
song, O Happy Day, was followed by an encore, 
The Land of the Leal is always welcome when 
sung by her. Miss Jessie Alexander gave three 
readings. all of which were encored, and was in 
her best vein. Mr. Harold Jarvis gave a noble 
rendering of Dudley Buck's Fear Not Ye, 
O I:rael, with O Safe to the Rock and Saved by 
a Child as his other numbers. He, too, was 
obliged to sing encore pieces in each instance. 
Some trios were well rendered, Mrs. Wood- 
cock, Mr. Spicer and Mr. Doherty, members of 
the choir, taking part in these. Mr, Blight 
was prevented bya severe cold from singing 
the number allotted to him on the programme. 
The organ solos and accompaniments by Mrs, 
Blight were excellently played. 

7. 


On Monday evening one of the most fashion- 


able audiences ever gathered in Toronto as | : 
} me and he won't bother you no more. I'll come 


sembled in the new public hall of the Education 
Department, when Mr. Frederic Boscovitz, 


who is now a permanent resident among us, 


gave the first of his three recita's, Init Mr. 
Boscovitz read an interesting account of the 
evolution of the modern pianoforte from its 
modest ancestors, and illustrated his text with 
quaint and curious selections from old com- 
posers. He invested these relics of the past in 
music with an interest and brightness that 
met with great applause. In the second part 
of the programme he played a selection of 
modern music which was more of the char- 
acter that we are accustomed to hear at our 
concerts. Works by Liszt, Handel, Chopin, Field, 
Teroff, Thorne, and Boscovitz himself were 


rendered with a fire and warmth of interpreta. | 


tion that is peculiarly his own. Though his 
readings are full of freedom and individuality, 
he never places art and artistic effect in the 
background, His contrasts of tone and color 
are extreme in their boldness, yet refreshing in 
their very breadth of compass. His technique 
is never failing, and his legato and cadenza 
playing is a delight to the listener. Miss 
Morgan gave charming renderings of Cherry 
Ripe and of a new song of great beauty by 
Boscovitz, By the Golden River. 
* 


On Monday evening the Duff Opera Company 
opened a short season of comic opera, playing 
The Queen’s Mate and Paola. The latter has 
been seen here before, and as my time was 
limited I confined my attention to The Queen's 
Mate, which I found a very bright and pretty 
opera, full of good music and, strongest of ali, 
with a good and really funny plot. The mis- 
takes which lead to the funny situations are 
natural ones, and the fun is both exuberant and 
spontaneous. The lady principals are good 
if not pre-eminent, Miss Helen Bertram, who 
sang the part of Anita, is a bright little actress 
and sings very acceptably, though her voice is 
not large or full. Miss Bettina Gerard as Inez 
was a performer of similar calibre, while Miss 
Minnie De Rue is very painstaking and effici- 








































































ent and made quite a success as Anita at the 
Wednesday matinee. Mr. “ Hutchy” Clark as 
General Bombardos sang splendidly. His voice 
is richer than ever and he sings in extremely 
good style. The funny rustics, Pedrillo and 
Inigo, were admirably presented by Messrs 
Rafael and Carroll. The chorus sang well, and 
the costumes and scenery were all refreshingly 
new and clean. The armor worn in the march 
in the last act is one of th® finest effects in cos- 
tuming ever seen in Toronto. The orchestra 
was poor, with the sickly piano all too promin- 
ent. Mr. Joseph Fay acted as stage manager. 
* 


Pietro Mascagni, who was fairly hurled into 
public notice by his opera, Cavalleria Rusticana, 
is to-day the most noted—or certainly the most 
talked of—musician in the world. His new 
opera L’Ami Fritz was performed at Rome two 
weeks ago this evening, and seems to have 
been as great a success as his first work. It is 
athree act comic op2ra, the libretto by Tuaro- 
toni on Erckmann-Chatrian’s well knowa story, 
with four principal characters. It is said to be 
superior to Cavalleria musically, while its 
drama‘ic effects are not so striking. The 

“young composer was called before the curtain 
thirty three times, so great was the furore 


occasioned. 


The opera companies are falling on hard 
lines. The Juch company has struck trouble 
very early in the season, and Miss Landes, Mr. 
Montegriffio, and Signor Beveignani have left, 
on the alleged ground that their sa'aries have 
not been paid. Those Who remember the de- 
lay on the company’s first appearance here 


funds to pay passage from Buffalo to Toronto. 
¢ 


America, was married to Mr. William J. 


and prosperity. ‘ 


use, 


should become a drawing-room favorite. 
+ 


of the Irish Protestant Benevolent Society, an 
which is usally one of the best of the season. 
Miss Leadlay, Mr. Harold Jarvis, Mr. and Mrs, 


H. M. Blight, Miss Jessie Alexander and Mr, 
W. E. Ramsay. The same evening brings Mr. 


Redeemer at which Mr. Harcld Jarvis will 
sing. METRONOME, 





A Humorous Tramp. 


He was a Nankin township farmer, selling a 
load of potatoes on the market, and he was 
telling the story this way : 

**I was out tothe barn, when a tramp came 
along and struck me for dinner. Ive seen 
thousands of tramps, but none just like this 
feller. He called himself a humorous tramp; 
said he went about the country makin’ folks 
laugh. J] wasa feelin’ purty serious that fore- 
noon, for the old woman was havin’ a chii'l, but 
that tramp began to smile and sing and act up, 
and in ten minutes I was tickled half to death, 
I’ve read lots of comic things in the papers, and 
I a)lis go to the circus to hear theclown, but I 
never had anything tickle me like this feller, 
Purty soon I happened to think o’ sumthin’, 
and I says: 

‘There's a feller as has been botherin’ the 
life out o' me to buy a sewin’ machine. He'll 
be along here in about an hour, and I wonder 
ae haio’t funny ‘nuff to sort o’ scare him 
off? 

**Old man,” says he, ‘‘ you just leave him to 


the humorous on him and make him laff him- 
self to death.” 

‘Wall, bimeby we saw the feller comin’ 
down the read, and I hid in the granary and 
the humorous cuss went out to the gate to be 
ready for the agent. In about half an hour he 
came in and stood up agin the fannin’ mill and 
laffed; then he sot down on the floor and 
laffed ; and then he rolled over and screeched, 
and I got so all-fired tickled I couldn’t have 
moved if the barn was on fire.” 

** He'd got rid of the agent, had he?” 

_“*He had, and to hear him tell huw he 
jumped him about and slammed him around 
and skeered the life out o’ him was so funny 
that [ couldn’t do a stroke o’ work that after- 
noon. I jest wanted toadopt that humorous 
tramp for my son, and have him allus with me 
but along towards night he says : 

“Old man, I'd love to be your son and keep 
you tickled all the rest of roan born days, but I 
can’t stay, I’ve got to tickle other folks. My 
mission is to travel around and make folks 
forget their sorrow, and I must say good-bye.” 

‘**Then he acted up and got me to laffin’ so 
that I couldn't stop for the next two hours.” 

*“* And didn’t the sewing-machine agent ever 
return 7?” 

** Not exactly,” replied the farmer as his face 
assumed a very solemn expression; “he didn’t 
have to.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“He sent a lawyer and I gave him $30 to 
settle the case! I don’t want no more bhumor- 
ous tramps around me. It’s too blamed funny 
for folks, even if crops turn out big.”—Detroit 
Free Press, 


——————— LS 


An Every-Day Divorce Question. 


In South Dakota. Hostess—Mrs. D-sturmis 
allow me to present Mrs. Probasco. : 

Mrs. Desturmis—I am delighted to meet Mrs. 
Probasco. Desertion? 

Mrs. Probasco—Ciarmed to make the ac- 
quaintance of Mre. Desturmis, No, my dear; 
habitual drunkenness, 





Those Rapid Transit Elevators. 


Old Aunty Hillots (in the Canada Life build- 
ing)—Fi-i-ir-re! Police! 
aniter—-Stop that screeching. What's the 
trouble? 
, Aunty Hillots—Xplosion down cellar. More 
nten men jest blowed up that chimbley! I 
seen’m go! Fir-re! 


may be interested to know that it was said to 
be caused by the fact that the company had no 


A few days ago Miss Mary Howe, the most 
beautiful woman on the concert stage in 


Lavin, one of the most popular tenors, who 
is well known in Toronto. I congratulate the 
happy couple and wish them health, wealth 





I have received a copy of the Nautch Girl, or 
the Rajah of Chutneypore, an opera with words 
by George Dance and music by Edward Solo- 
‘mop, which has been running at the Savoy in 
London, Eng., since June 30, this year, with 
great success. Mr. Solomon has written some 
very tuneful music, with plenty of local color, 
and has attempted some very ambitious flights 
in ensemble pieces and more especially in his ac- 
companiments, which are extremely beautiful. 
Some of the numbers of the opera are well 
adapted for both drawing-room and concert 


















I have also received a waltz, Anticipation, 
from the pen of Miss Maud Snarr, a young 
student and singer of this city. It is a very 
pretty and tuneful waltz, not too difficult, and 


Next Thursday brings us the annual concert 


event which is always of musical value, and 








This year the performers are Mrs. Caldwell, 


Buck’s lecture recital on behalf of the Chil- 
dren's Aid Society. On Friday evening there 
will be a Service of Song at the Church of the 





A Good Scheme. 
Mrs. Cumso (newspaper in hand)—A move- 


ment is on foot to make drugs cheaper. 


Cumso—Good enough! That will bring sick- 
ness within reach of all. 





tk TORONTO Hon, G. W. ALLAN 


OF MUSic 
FIFTH YEAR o 
FALL TERM OPENS SEPTEMBER 1 


Artists and Teachers panne courses in ALL 
BRANCHES of Music. UNIVERSITY AFFILIATION. 
Scholarships, Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, &c. 

School of Elocution and Oratory 
Comprising one and two year courses, under the direction 
of Mr. 8. H. CLARK, a special feature. (Special Calendar 

issued for this department ) 

New 120 Page Conservatory Calendar sent free to any 
address. EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director, 

Cor. Yonge Street and Wilton Avenue. 

Mention this paper. 


R. W. EDGAR BUCK, Bass Solvcist 
Formerly pupil of Manuel Garcia, London, Eng. 
Musical Director Toronto Vocal Society 
Pupils received in Singing, Voice Development and Elo- 
cution in the Italian Lyric and Dramatic School. 
Engagements accepted for Concerts, Oratorio, Church 
Choirs, &. Residence, 555 ¢«hurch Street. 


R. W. E. FAIRCLOUGH 
Fellow of the College of Organists, London, Eng., 
and O ist and Choirmaster of All Saints’ Church, To- 


ronto, to give lessons in Organ and Piano play- 
ng Singing, Harmony, &. 
v. Fairclough undertakes to prepare candidates for 


musical examinations. Address— 
TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIO. 


W O. FORSYTH (Piano Specialist) 
e Studied in Germany with the famous teachers— 
M. Krause, Dr. S. Jadassohn, Ruthardt, Papperitz and 


Hofmann. Special care regarding tone production, finger 


action, wrist and arm movement, rhythm phrasing, etc., 


and a perfect artistic style. Teacher in the highest grades 
of piano playing and harmony at the Toronto College of 
Music, Moulton Ladies’ College and Miss Veals’ School 


for Young Ladies. 11? College Street 





HERBERT L CLARKE, Cornet Soloist 
Bandmaster of Heintzman’s Band, teacher Cornet 
and Slide Trombone. Music copied and arranged for or- 


chestra and Military band. Open for engagements as con- 


cert soloist, or will furnish any number of artists for even- 


ing entertainments. 60% Spadina Avenue. 





TORONTO COLLEGE 
or MUSIC 


and TEACHERS’ 
CERTIFICATES 
(LIMITED) 


DIPLOMAS 


Send for calender. F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Director. 


HAMILTON 


COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


Cor. Main and Charles Streets 


Full steff of thoroughly qualificd and eminent teachers 
in all branches cf music, CERTIFICATES and DIPLO- 


MAS GRANTED. . 


The grade system similar to that adopted in the Schools 


is in use, with Q 1arterly Reporte to Parents ar d Guardians. 


The College is particularly well adapted for RESIDENT 


STUDENTS, where they are not only surrounded with 


homelike comforts and influences, but are under the con- 


stant supervision of the Director and resident Teachers, 
thereby making their stay in the College a daily lesson 


Send for our Catalogue 1891-92. For any further infor- 


mation apply to— 


R. A. S. VOGT 
Organist anc Choirmaster Jarvis Street 
Baptist Church 


Teacher in the advanced grades of the Pianoforte at the 
Toronto College of Music, Moulton Ladies’ Ccllege and 
Dufferin House. 

Residence 605 Church Street. 


MiSs NORMA REYNOLDS 


SOPRANO SOLOIST 


Pupil of W. Elliott Haelam. Concert, Oratorio, Church. 
Engagements at private houses accepted. Pupils received. 
Places of absent members of church choirs filled. The 
Canadian Musical Bureau, 172 Yonge S&t.; also 
Toronto College of Musie and 86 Major St. 


HE MISSES ROWLAND, Violinists 
(Graduates of the Boston Conservatory) have re- 
sumed teaching at their residence, 733 Ontario Street, 

cor. Howard, Toronto. Open for concert engagements. 


M* F, WARRINGTON, 


BARITONE 


Choirmaster of Sherbourne Street Wethodist Church, Tu- 
ronto, will receive pupils in Voice Culture, at his residence, 


12 Seaton Street, Toronto. 
Open for concert engagements. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Srgan, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 
MSs MARIE C. STRONG 


PRIMO-CONTRALTO 
OPEN FOR 


CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 


Also receives pupils in Voice Culture. Teacher of vocal 
culture at Brantiovd Ladies’ College. For terms address— 
22 Wellington Piace 


ALTER DONVILLE 
TEACHER OF VIOLIN 
Papil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 
8 Buchanan &t., and Torente College of Music 
R. ROBERT MAHR, Violinist 
Graduate of the Royal Academy of Music, Berlin, 

and pupil of Prof. Joachim, will receive pupils at his resi- 
dence, 92 Maitland St. Open for concert engagements. 
-LLorp N. WATKINS 


8303 Church Street 
Phorough instruction « Guitar, Mandolin and 


W. IL. FORSTER 


. Portraits a Specialty ARTI ST 


STUDIO 81 KING 8ST. EAST 


Thou Art My Queen 


BY EMMA FRASER BLACKSTOCK 
AS SUNG BY 


Mr. BARRINGTON FOOTE 
In Bb and Db. 
Price 50 Cents 
Can be had of all Music Dealers or of the Publishers. 


Anglo-Canadian Music Publishers’ Association 
68 King St. West, Toronto 


































D. J. O'BRIEN, Directér. 










DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth 


NEW DENTAL OFFICE 


Lately opened by M. F. SMITH 


(Late over Molsons Bank) is superior to anything of the 
kind in this country in the perfectness of its fittings, etc., 
as well as comfortable accommodation. 

Canada Life Assurance Building, King St. West 
Office hours—9 a.m, to 9 p.m, 
I WILL ADMINISTER THE “YVITALIZED AIR” OR 
“ Nitrous Oxide Gas,” free during the months of May 
and June. This offer holds — only for a short time, 
and applies only to those getting in tes. Remember, 
“ Air or Gas,” and extracting absolutely free. Best teeth 
on rubber, $8 ; on celluloid, $10. 
iGGS, cor. King and Yonge 
TELEPHONE 1476 


he A. RISK 
r DENTIST 

Graduate and Medalist of Royal College of Dental Sugeons 
86 Yonge Street, near King Street 


First-class patronage solicited. 
1 oa McCARROLL, Teacher of Harmony 











































NEWCOMBE -- 
PIANOS. 


Endorsed by the highest musical authority. 
THE FINEST MADE IN CANADA 


OCTAVIUS NEWCOMBE & 60. 


MANUFACTURERS 
TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA 
Head Office—107-9 Church Street 


New Musie Just Issued (for Piano) 


Little Tycoon Lancers 
FROME: déacceve 500. 
os “6 = Polka ...... 85c. - 
Two splendid ements, by 
Ohas. ner, from the Little Tycoon 
Comic yaa which are unquestion- 
ably the editions on the market. 
Ask for Chas. Bohner’s arrangements. 
The Classic City Polka 
By Mamie Trow............ 400. 
A very pretty Polka, and bound to 
be a favorite. 
@live Lancers 
By Chas. Bohner .......... 50c. 
One of the finest sete of Lancers 











AT THE ever published 
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC Sounds of Toronto Waltzes 
By Chas. Bohner........... 600. 


The modt ular set of waltzes 
ever produ in Canada, and selling 
by the thousand. 

WHALEY, ROYCE & CO. 
158 Yonge Street - Toronto 


WOODBURY'S FACIAL SOAP 


Boro-Lano Cream 


For the Skin 


Floriline 


For the Teeth 


(Formerly = resident piano teacher at the Bishop 
trachan School, Toronto.) 
Will be prepared to receive pupils in Harmony and Piano 
Playing on and after September 2 at her residence 
6 St. Joseph Street, Toronto. 
Pupils of Ladies’ Colleges taught at reduction in terms. 


Ontario Sehool of Eloeution and Oratory 


Each teacher a specialist in his department. §S 
Voice Culture, Physical Culture and Delsarte Gesture. 


For Calendar address the Secretary, 
A. C. MOUNTEER, B.E. 


New Arcade Building, cor. Yonge & Gerrard Sts., Toronto. 


Miss MARGUERITE DUNN, BE. 
Graduate of the National School of Elocution and 
Oratory, Philadelphia, 


Teacher of Eloeution and Voice Culture 


Open for concert engagements and evenings of reading. 
. 369 Wilton Avenue 


S H,. CLARK 
™ © DIRECTOR 


Conservatory School of Elocution 
(Open for Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) |- 


632 Church Street 
DELAIDE SECORD 


Dramatie Reciter and Elocutionist 
(Graduate of the Chicago School of Oratory) 


Is now open for engagements. Church and Society con- 
certs attended and evenings of Recitals given on reasonable 
terms. Address— t31 Denison Ave., Toronto. 


COTHERSTONE HOUSE 
189 Bloor Street Hast 
BOARDING and DAY SOHOOL for YOUNG LADIES. 
NEW TERM COMMENCES NOY. 18 

For circular apply to the MISSES JOPLING. 
HAMILTON MacCARTHY, R.C.A., 
SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- 


son monuments. Ladies’ and Children’s Portraits. Studio 
12 Lombard Street, Toronto. 














FOR SALE BY 


Neil C. Love & Co. 


CHEMISTS AND PERFUMERS 


166 Yonge Street 
Telcphone 1558. 


HOMEOPATHIC PHARMACY 


394 Yonge Street, Toronte 
Keeps in stock Pure Hommopathic Medicines, in Tinctures 
Dilutions, and Pellets. Pure Su of Milk- Globules. 
Books and —T Medicine Cases $1 to $12. Orders 


for Medicines Books — attended to. Send for 
Pamphlet. D. L. THOMPSON, Ph&rmacitet. 


H & C0. BLACHFORD 
: FINE : 
SHOES 


New goods just arrived. Greater 
variety than ever. Come early 
and make your 
choice. 


















STAMMERING King 8. Rast 
CHURCH'S AUTO-VOCE SCHOOL. NO FEES IN | OOOO OO. 
ADVANCE. 249 Jarvis Street, Toronto, Ont. GOOD NEWS FOR THE LADIES 


F, W. MICKLETHWAITE 
P PHOTOGRAPHER 


40 Jarvis St. and at S. W. Cor. Temper- 
ance, 2 doors from Yonge St. 


Awarded three prizes at Toronto Industrial Exhibition, 1891 


Specialty—Fine Crayon Portraits 


Order before. the Chistmas Holidays so as to be ready 
when the stockings are hung up. 


PICKLES, 328 YONGE ST. 


Has received another large shipment of those fine Ameti- 
can mea 


CLOTH TOP DRESS BOOTS 


Made in all the different styles and measurement for each 
size, thus preventing misfits They are stylish, durable 
and perfect in fit. What more could you ask ? 


"T HoMAS MOFFATT 
Fine Ordered Boots and Shoes 


A good fit guaranteed. Prices moderate. Strictly first-class. 
145 Yonge Street, Toronto 





GUNBEAMS 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs ef all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per dos. 






French, German REMINGTON 
Italian e STANDARD 
Spanisn TYPEWRITER 


The Leading Edueational Institutions 


are adopting the Remington to the exclusion of all 
other Typewriters. 


Machines sent to any part of Ontario on rental for prac- 


tice or office work. GEORGE BENGOUGH. 
Telephone 1207. 4 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 


QPREOPLES 






Natural Method 
Native Teachers 


Special Classes for Children 



























Me een AL ESPNU Maca Up 
CARR Ne ra | IPULAR 

OTIG WALL & Ore. | ARTIES 
( ECORATIONS | TO THE C 

SUPERIOR WALL PAPERS * ACI f [Y zx. 

AND ART FABRICS * 
: conc 
Ni 





Sy 
PWS B pec. 2-16-30 


>159)1< 


HAVE The ADYANTAG: OF 


JAMES PAPE 
FLORAL ARTIST 


78 Wenge Street, Toronte 
Three doors north of King Street. 
ities for Weddinge and Evening Parties. Funeral 
ee 





























J. YOUNG olite Attendants 
THE LEADING UNDERTAKER rogress Rapid 
rice Low 
The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd lenty of Room 
OFFICE: 778 STREET, TORONTO ARTICULARS FROM ANY AGENT OF 
$600, ane on Heasonaife rates ‘of interest Tre Company acs Soe 
HON. FRANK JAMES Mabon, & Hosk aaa! 


with careful drivers 


Thie well-known . = been recently sal stig 

s -- 4 Telephone 2104 
larged and refitted, offers inducements to blic. , 
Tus Dining-room lp commodious and the Bill of Pare oare: Arthur M. Bowman 
Selly eomaged sat selene, wate £0 WINES sea LaQv0ns 
are of the Quality, and the ALES cannot be Proprietor 
Telephone 1090. HENRY MORGAN, ° 
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Social and Personal. 
(Continued from Page Two.) 


their friends, They left on the evening train 
amidst 
showers of rice and slippers. Amongst the 
guests I noticed the Honorable A. W. and Mrs. 
Ogilvie of Montreal, Mr. Shirley Ogi!vie-of 
Winnipeg, Mrs. J, A. Gemmili of Ottawa, Mr. 
and Mrs, Playfair of Sturgeon Bay. Mr. and 
Mrs Bertram and the Misses Bertram of To- 
ronto, Mr. G. H. and Mrs. Bertram and Miss 
Florence Bertram, Mrs. Wm. Bonnell and Mr. 
Bertie Bonnell of Toronto, Mr. and Mrs. Mc- 
Murtry of Montreal, Mr. and Mrs, Carlyle of 
Woodstock (parents of the groom), Miss Maud 
Carlyle, Rev. Mr. and Mrs, Hastings of D:troit, 
Dr, and Mrs. Carlyle of Toronto, Rev. Mr. and 
Mrs, Johnston of Lindsay, Mr. Dickson David- 
son, Mrs. Munroe, Mr. Dickson Hall of Peter- 


for Montreal, their future home, 


boro’. 
* 


On Saturday last was opened the Deer Park 
This fine 
, institution is one of the philanthropic ideas 
mooted by the late Mr. George E. Gillespie. A 
large number of prominent people became 
interested in it, so that the formal opening last 
Saturday was largely attended by both ladies 
and gentlemen. Rev. Dr. Toomas opened the 
proceedings with prayer, and speeches followed 
by the superintendent, Dr. C, Schomberg EI- 


Santtorium for victims of inebriety, 


liot, and other well known philanthropists. 
* 


Mrs. Armstrong of Huron street gave a large 


euchre party on Monday evening. 


‘Miss Marjorie Campbeli was At Home to the 
citizens on Wednesday last from five to six 
A number of callers paid their re- 
spects to the hostess of Government House. I 
noticed among others the Misses Beatty, in 
elegant costumes of light fawn and electric 


o’clock. 


blue ; Mrs, James Crowther, in a modish little 


gown of camel’s hair cloth with coque feather 
boa; Mrs, Fleming, Mr. and Mrs, Wyld, the 


Misses Seymour. 


Miss Strange has returned from a delightful 
deer-shooting expedition. 


Mrs. Mumford of Hamilton has arrived ona 
visit to her mother, Mrs. Featherstonhaugh, at 


Cotfield, Grove avenue. 


* 
Several of the Bank of Montreal Nimrods 
have gone up the Georgian Bay afcer antlered 
spoil. 


Mrs. Geo. Barrett with her daughter Addie 
left on Tuesday to visit her s'ster, Mrs. H. M. 
Perry, at Riverside, Southern California. 


Miss Cosgrave and little Beatrice Cosgrave 
ate making & six weeks’ visit to Mrs. M. J. 
MacMahon, Strathallen Park. 


. 

Mrs. Henry Duggan was At Home to her 
lady friends on Wednesday. Mrs. Duggan 
wore acharming costume of black and white 
lace and silk, and a yellow corselet. A large 
number of society people attended this recep- 


tion. 
“ 


The hunters are returning. On Friday last 
Messrs. Featherstonhaugh arrived home, and 
report ducks being plentiful. Mr. A. Denison 
and party reached home on Saturday, having 
had a delightful and most suceessful trip, eight 
fine deer having fallen victims to their prowess. 

Oa Friday last Mr. and Mrs. Gerald Donald- 
son were At Home to a few young friends, 
amongst whom were the Misses Mackenz'e, 
Gibson, Featherstonhaugb, Fowler, Way and 
Donaldson, and Messrs. Gibson, G. Denison, jr., 
Church, H. and E. Reid and Mackenzie. 


* 
Miss Dennistoun of Peterboro’ is at present 
the gaest of Mra, Kirkpatrick, Rusholme road. 
On Wednesday Mr., Mrs. and Miss L. Wey 
of Harrison street ieft Toronto for Victoria, 
B.C., carrying with them the heartfelt regrets 
wnd good wishes of their many West End 


friends, 
7 


On Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday the 
ladies of St. Mary Magdalene’s church, under 
the auspices of Rev. Charles Darling and the 
executive committee, held a very successful 
sale of work in the schoolhouse of St. Stephen's 
church. There was a promenade concert, and 
the phonograph managed by Mr. H. Strick- 
iand wasa decided attraction. The tea tab‘e 
and the art gallery also proved great additions 
in their different ways. 


A throng of Toronto's elite responded to Mr, 
Ek. Wyley Grier's cards of invitation to an At 
Home at his rooms in the Canada Life Build- 
ingon Thursday afternoon. The object of in- 
erest to all was an excellent portrait of Mr. 
Grier, father of the artist, which is known in 
artistic circles as ‘* Portrait of a physician.” A 
charming, though unfinished painting of Mrs. 
Edward Blake ani numerous sketches of well 
known beauty spots in Lower Canada, were 
grouped on the studio walls. The gold 
medal, bestowed on Mr. Grier last sea 
son by the Paris Salon, was on exhi- 
bition, and provoked many expressions of 
interest. Five o’clock tea was dispensed and a 
most delightful hour spent by a very select 
group of fashionable folk. I noticed Mrs. 
Blake, Mr. and Mrs. Meredith, Mr., Mrs, and 
Miss Eddis, Miss Cawthra, Miss Boultbee, Miss 
Ilyman, Mrs. Irving Cameron, Mrs. H. 
O Brien, Mrs. Denison, the Misses Beatty, and 
a host of others. 


Mr. Phillip D. Ross and Miss Mary Littlejohn 
were married in All Saints’ church on Thurs- 
day morning last by Rev. Arthur Baldwin, 
rector of the church. The ceremony was in- 
tended to be entirely private, but the interest 
ladies always feel in a wedding made numbers 


of the fair sex assemble in good time, 
and when the very pretty — bridal 
party arrived the pews were filled 


with waiting friends. Miss Littlejohn was 
gowned in a plainly made white silk en train, 
with a border of flowera round bodice and 
wrists. The effect of her bridal costume was 
extremely beautiful, and many a feminine ver- 
dict of admiration was heard. She wore her 
veil thrown back and held by orange 
blossoms and carried a bouquet of roses. 
Her bridesmaid was Miss Beasley of Balti- 
more, who was charmingly gowned in pink 













their home in Ottawa. 





daughter of Mr, 
dale. 


Rev. Charles L. Ingles, the rector. 









aud Mr. R, M. Persse, jr. 


States. 









The School of Elocution Lectures. 


series of lectures, free to students of the school 
and their friends. Mr. Houston's subject was 
the Alsthetic Study ot Engiish Literature. The 
lecturer accepted Prof. 
art as being ‘“‘the natural 

oy,” and proved by copious quotation 
rom the poets that such was their conception 
of their particular art. In speaking of the 
study of literature he depreciated the reading 
of selections and advised the students to give 
the author afair chance by reading his poem, 
or drama or novel in its entirety. Analysis of 
a man’s work should be carried on in a spirit of 
reverence, holding the “critical” faculty in 
abeyance. This morning at ten a.m. Mr. 
Hamilton McUarthy lectures on Sculpture as 
Related to Expression. 


Coming Theatrical Attractions. 


Commencing next Monday evening and 
running all week, with Wednesday and Satur- 
day matinee, will witness the first presentation 
in this city, at the Academy of Music, of the 
great New York success, the sterling melo- 
drama, Kidnapped. The play is of striking 
merit, and has been praised by the most exact. 
ing critics, and has proven an immense success, 
playing in all the leading cities of the count 
to a succession of crowded houses. Kidnappe 
is from the pen of Mr. S, K. Higgias, author of 
The Plunger and The Vendetta, and who also 
plays a leading part in the production. The 
plot deals with a beautiful young society heir- 
ess, who is abducted from her home by several 
noted kidnappers, and the thriliing adventures 
atising thereform. The leading juvenile role 
is taken by Mr. W. J. Romainx-Walsb, a 
former Torontonian. A number of nove! real- 
istic effects are introduced, notably, a coupe, 
horse and driver, and a police i wagon 
such asis used in the <ities of Chicago and 
Boston by the police department, drawn by a 
span of blooded horses and containing a 
number of police. 





Sir Edwin Arnold’s Lecture. 

It was announced in our Jast issue that Sir 
Edwin Arnold, author of The Light of Asia, 
had arrived in America. He wiillecture in the 
Auditorium on November 26, 








How He Got It. 





Famished Finnegan (politely)— Young lady, 
wou'd yer please ax yer mother if she can’t 
give a poor man a bite o' cold luncheon ? 

Miss Witherupp (aged thirty-eight)—Sit right 
down here, poor fellow! I'll get you some my- 
self, 








There Ought to be More of Them. 


There is something that is getting to be 
awfully scarce in this world. Shall I tell you 
whatitis? Itisgirls, That is whatis missin 
out of the sentient, breathing, living worl 
just now. We have lots of young ladies and 
ots of society misses, but the sweet, old-fash- 
ioned girls of ever so long ago are vanished 
with the poke ponnets and the cinnamon cook- 
ies. Let me enumerate a few of the kind of 
girls that are wanted. In the first place we 
want home girls—girls who are mother's right 
hand; girls who can cuddle the little ones 
next best to mamma, and smooth out 
the tangles in the domestic skin when 
things get twisted; girls whom father 
takes comfort in for something better than 
beauty, and the big brothers are proud of, for 
something that outranks the ability to dance 
or shine in society. Next, we want girls of 
sense—girls who have a standard of their own, 
regardless of conventionalities, and are inde- 
pendent enough to live up to it; girls who 
s'mply won’t wear a trailing dress on the street 
to gather up microbes and all sorts of defile- 
ment; girls who won’t wear a h'gh hat to the 
theater, or lacerate their feet and endanger 
their health with high heels and corsets; girls 
who will wear what is pretty and becomip 
and snap their fingers at the dictates o 
fashion when fashion is horr'd and silly. 
And we want good girls—girls who are sweet, 
right straight out from the heart to the 
lips; innocent and pure and nie girls, 
with less knowledge of sin and duplicity and 
evil doing at twenty than the pert little school 
girl of ten bas all to often ; girls who say their 

rayers and read their Bibles and love God and 
com his commanddments (We want those 
girls “‘awful bad!”) And we want careful 

rls and prudent girls, who think enough of 
the generous father who toils to maintain 
them in comfort, and the gentle mother who 
denies herself much that they may have so 
maby pretty things, to count the cost and 
draw the line between the essentials; girls 
who strive to save and rot to spend; gris who 
are unselfish and eager to be a joy ahd comfort 
in the home rather than an expensive and a 
useless bn-den. We want girls with hearte— 
girls who are full of tenderness and sympathy, 
with teara that flow for other le's 
ills, and smiles that light outwardly their own 
beautiful thoughts. e have lots of clever 
girls, and brilliant girls, and witty girls, Give 
us a consignment of jolly girls, warm-hearted 
and impulsive girls; kind and entertaining to 
their own folks, aud with little desire to shine 
in the garish world. With afew such girls 
scattered around, life would freshen up forall 
of us, as the weather does under the spell of 
summer weather. ed the day when this 
sort of girl fills the world once more, over-run- 
ning the spaces where God puts them as climb- 
ing roses do when they break through the 
trellis to glimmer and glint above the common 
highway, » blessing and a boor to all who pass 
them by.—Chicago Herald, 








St. Mark’s church was the scene of a quiet 
wedding on Tuesday, November 17, at 4 p.m., 
the happy couple being Mr. Adolphe J. La 
Venture, secretary-treasurer of the Brandon 
Manufacturing Co., and Miss Minnie Persse, 
R. M. Persse of Park- 
The ceremony was performed by 
The 
bride looked winsome in a traveling suit of 
navy blue and was attended by Miss Darby 
and Miss Elsie Persse as bridesmaids, while 
the groom was attended by Mr. F. J. R. Seaver, 
The newly wedded 
pair left for an extended tour of the Eastern 








On Saturday last Mr. Wm, Houston, M. A., 
delivered at Asscciation Hall the second ofa 





eeleys definition of 
language of 





























TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


and carried a cluster of pink roses. Mr. 
A. D. Ross of Montreal acted as best man. 
Mr. and Mrs. Ross took the afcernoon train for 
Chicago, and after the honeymoon will make 










Five Miles From a Saloon 






























you doin’ here? 


most qeautifal thirst ! 








Anticipation Waltz—by M. Snarr. 
Royee & Co. 


CHRISTMAS 
NOW! 






































it seems a little premature, 
perhaps, to commence talk- 
ing Christmas and Christmas 
boxes, but already the little 
ones are asking “how many 
days” and “how many Sun- 
days till Christmas,” and the 
elder ones are beginning make 
known their Christmas wants. 
For this we are now prepared 
---in fact have already set to 
one side a few very choice 
thinge selected by some of our 
patrons. We show a stock 
never before equalled in this 
city for its variety and appro- 
priateness. 


RYRIE BROS. 


JEWELERS 
Cor. Yonge and Adelaide Sts. 


Sir Edwin Arnold 


POET AUTHOR~ EDITOR 


Auditorium, Nov. 26 


Senin lists open at Messrs. Nordheimer’s, Suck- 
oge and Auditorium office. Prices, 752., $land $1 50. 
Orders by mail promptly attended to. 


Academy of Music 


FRANK KERCHMER, Manager. 








THE LATEST NEW YORK SUCCESS 
ANDERSON’S UNIQUE COMPANY 


Presenting the Sensational Drama 


KIDNAPPED 


Strong Cast. Special Scenery. We 
are Living in an Era of Realism 


Great Kidnapping Scene | oldest I have in stock. 


\ap | | Realistic Fire Scene 
Police Patrol Wagon 
Drawn by a Span of Blooded Horses 


A SWISS COSTUME FETE 


Will be held in O3SSINGTON HALL, 220 Dundas Street, in 
aid of the Victoria Home for the Aged, on TUESDAY, 
SEPT. 24, from 4 to 10 pm. Entrance 250. Recitations 
by Mr. Bromley Davenport, ‘cello solo by Mies Massie. Mrs. 
CaLDWELL, Mrs. Garratt, the Dufferin Glee Ciub and 
numerous well known amateurs will sing. 


THE EDISON PHONOGRAPH 
Teronte District Agency, 12 King #t. East 
PHONOGRAPHS FOR SALE OR LEASE 


THE PHONOGRAPH SOIREE is the latest novelty in 
London, Paris and New York drawing-rooms. We rent 
instruments, in charge of polite attendants, for this pur- 
pose and for church and society entertainments. 

LADIES should visit our PHONOGRAPH PARLOR con- 
nected with the Agency. Handsomely and uey 
furnished Only 5) to hear any one of 200 choicest musi- 
cal and spoken records. 


BANQUET LAMPS 


Onxy, Gold, Brass, Bright and 
Old Silver. 


SILK SHADES 


We have all colors and can fur- 
nish a shade to match any sur- 
roundings. 


WIRE FRAMES 


Direc- 








Any size or style 60c, 
tions how to cover free. 


THE PANTECHNETHECA 
116 Yonge ‘Street 


Farmer Whiffletry—Hi, there! What are 
" ae 
Tommy Towcan—Ah, sir; I'm spolling] a 


Whaley, 








S OF 


WEDDING CAKES 


Of the best quality and finish SHIPPED with 
PARTS OF CHE DOMINION. eae ee 
Choice sets oi Silver Cutlery and China for h’re. 


HARRY WEBB, 447 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont. 











HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS 0! 


——PTANOFORTES=—— 


GRAND 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guarantee 
of the excellence of their 
instruments. 


SQUARE 





UPRIGHT 






Our written guarantee 
for five years accompanies 
each Piano. 


SEND FOR OUR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


Warerooms: = - 89 





King Street West, Toronto 





112 YONGE STREET McKENDRY’S 


MISS HOLLAND 


Desires to intimate to her custo- | 
mers and ladies generally that, | 
having associated herself in busi- | 
ness with Miss Durry, long and 
favorably known in the Mantle | 
trade, they will together open a} 
showroom for MANTLE and DRess- | 
MAKING in connection with MIL.iv- | 
ERY, where ladies may see a large | 

| 

| 








selection of MANTLEs, JACKETS and 
ULsTers in the newest makes and | 


all sizes, which, together with 
reasonable prices, will place them in the fore- | 
front of the trade. Miss Duffy, being cele- 
brated for her CUT, FIT and FINISH, ladies 
will find it to their advantage to inspect their | 
stock before purchasing, all the goods being } 
entirely new. The latest designs shown in 
Paris, London and New York will be found to | 
meet the taste of those desiring fashionable 
garments for Fall and Winter wear. 
Newest Styles in Millinery now on view. 





I have often given my friends advice how to | 
dress correctly. The advice was always to go 
to some tailor in whom they had ale nae confi. 
dence, and then let the tailor use his judgment | 
in regard to the cloth, the color and the style 
of the garment. The result invariably is that 
the person is not only well dressed, but is 
dressed becomingly. was forcibly reminded | 
of thiathe other day as I stepped into Mr. H. | 
A. Taylor’é tailoring establishment on King | 
street west. ‘‘ Did you notice the gentleman | 
who just left_me,” said he. ‘ He has selected | 
cloth for a suit of clothes which is among the | 

I advised him against | 
the selection, showing him the new patterns I | 
have just received. But to no purpose. He 
came here with preconceived notions of select 
ing cloth he had worn for years, and he wanted 
something very similar. The consequence is 
he will wear this winter what he wore last 
winter and the winter before. It is rq 








cloth, but the pattern is old, He should have 
taken some of these new patterns. They are 
odd and exceedingly pretty. In suitings this 
coming winter the prevailing color will be all 
the shades of brown with small figures. In 
rough goods Scotch cheviots for busiaess suits will be much 
worv. These cloths are all dark colors, and as you can see 
for yourself are much prettier than we have had for years. 
For evening wear dark diagonals with fancy vests and 
light trousers are the correct thing. In trousering pro- 
nounced plaide will be in greater favor than last year. In 
fact, all the cloths this season have more life and the pat- 
terns are more pronounced than in years past. Dull colors 
and patterns undoubtedly have seen their day.’ Call and 
inspect at the old stand, No. 1 Rossin House Block. 
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100 &102 Bav STREET 
TORONTO .- 





HEN wanting a carriage 

of any description don't 

fail to call at our repository and 

see the LARGEST and FINEST 

display of all kinds of vehicles in 
the Dominion. 


OcTOBER, 31. 
NOVELTIES FOR EVENING WEAR 


We have just received from 
Paris two cases of evening wear 
novelties, and cordially invite the 
lady readers of SATURDAY NIGHT 
to inspect the same, assuring them 


| of this fact, that no firm in Toronto, 


either on King St. or Yonge St., 


can show more elegant goods. 
Another feature of our business is 
that we never charge exhorbitant 
prices for these exclusive goods. 
On Tuesdays ladies will find an 
excellent opportunity to examine 
our Millinery stock as the rush of 
Bargain Day is over and our sales- 
women have more time to serve 
| you properly. 


Elegant Marabout hair orna- 
ments in Cream, Sky, Pink, Black, 
White, &c., sold to-day on King 
St. for $1 and $1.25. We ask 
soc. on pretty Marabout Neck 
Ruffles, worth $1.75 for 75c. each. 
French Lisse Silk Embroidered 
Laces, worth $1.25, for 39c. per 
These are the greatest Bar- 
Ostrich Feather 
Crowns in 20 shades for opera 
wear, sold everywhere at $2.50 to 
$4. We have marked them $1.50 


vard 
gains in | ‘anada. 


each. French Beaver Hats in 
Fawn, Black, Cream, Navy and 
all new shades, worth $2.50 for 
i$1.50 each. Chiffon Lace and 


yiece goods from 15c¢. per yard up. 
Black Jet Ornaments in Sprays, 
Bands and Butterflies, also Gold 
and Silver, from 25c. to $1—can’t 
be bought less than double these 
prices ~ Brocaded Fur Lined 
Cloaks in Cardinal, Navy, Black, 
Peacock, &c., worth $30 for $20. 
Elegant Evening Fans at half the 
usual prices. A visit to our show- 
rooms will prove interesting and 
profitable. 


¥cKENDRY'S 


202 Yonge St., 6 doors north of Queen 


NEW MUSIC - NEW DANCE 


Have you heard it? Have you seen it? 
Do you know it !—the latest craze— 
I mean the MUSIC—and the DANCE— 
Called the POLKA POLONAISE— 
Do yon dance it? Would you learn it? 
All who dance it in praise 
Of the MUSIC and the DANCE, 
Called the POLKA POLONAISE. 


Across the line, in the States, 
Dancing teachers money raire, 

And they write Prof. Davis: 
Send the POLK A POLONAISE. 


rmausio, perfectly charming, te learn. 
soa Pal F ven any dream on reo % 
see iiudlc, 102 Wilson 


New 
Price 














































































Mark Twain's Boyhood. 

**Many stories have been published concern- 
ing Mark Twain's life prior to sre’ time b he at- 
tained fame and fortune. All of these recitals, 
however, do Mr. Clemens a great injustice 

icturing him as an adventurer, unused to 
Bram oer ~— e er It was Clayton 
Edwards of wr eb., who thus spoke, 
He had arrived at the Grand Pacific hotel one 
evening last week, when the rain was pouring 
down. He had eaten = supper and was er- 
sconced beside a eS re when & representa- 
tive of The Daily 8s called. je remark re- 
ferred to above was made upon an incidental 
reference to the author of Innocents Abroad. 

“T have known Sam Clemens from his earl- 
iest boyhood,” continued Mr. Edwards, ‘“‘and 
this much I will say forhim: He was always; 
asa boy, bright, and in fact, a leader among 
the boys. He was born in Predenta, N, Y., a 
village that I have failed to see equaled for 
picturesque beauty and refinement. Scarcely 
a res‘dent but is wealthy. With a _ponulation 
of 3,000 souls there among tho atar ua 
hills, it contains ten times the wealth of n,.ny 
a larger town. "Way back in the forti. it 
was, as now, noted for its schools. The Fre- 
donia academy has, I think, graduated wore 
noted men of the three decades previous tv the 
last than any other school in the cour 
and Govern Taylor, the cosmopolitan Bliss, Se: 

Governor Fenton Driscoll. It isa vi .« 

beautiful walks and drives, beautiful _ si- 

dences and no manufactories. Located ti.ce 

nt from Lake Erie, on the banks of Canada- 
way famous in revolutionary history 

the little contains all that is pene 

and refined. The old > as given way 

to an + a school, but the schoiarip 


= so characteriacic, ; 
citizens 


8 making the | 


would deem any move tow: 
town a business center one of vardalism 

“Amid such scenes Mark Twain was born. 
His mts were very well ‘fixed’ in worldly 
gooda. y occupied a pretty home on Cen- 


TORON TO. SATU RDAY NIGHT. 


OE ne ee 
R. A. F. WEBSTER, :Dintal Surgeon 
Gold Medalist 1 Practical Dentistry R. O. D. 8. 
Office—N..E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. Tel. 3868. 
DF J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
325 College Street 
Telephone 2278. 
D® L. BALL 
DENTIST 
Telephone 2266 
Tel. 3821 
.8/,- Philadelphia ; 


con — : 
a saa LPR 
| 


M.D.S., New ‘york. 


LANOLINE CREAM |; 


Softening Guid Whitening 
the Skin 


REMOVES 


Che 3s, Roughness, Redness and Hard- jj 


ness and Prevents Wrinkles 
Bingham’s Pharmacy | 


100 Yonge Street, Toronto 
Tae Cradle, the Alta Altar and the Tomb 


tralavenue. I remember that the yard sur- j- 
rounding the house was one beautiful dower ‘OU 


garden. My intimacy with Sam 

was a baby, his home being pron 
the width of the street from aloaal 
dence. We dorined cur first pan 

day. AndIremember with whet 8 
event was attended. Sam was full o 
and I must say,” here Mr. Edwards’ eyes 

to twinkle, ‘‘none of us were loath to to 
him in any kind of mischief. Another of our 
crowd was Thomas Wand, now col ofa 
New York militia regiment. We went to 
school regularly, because our parents ed 
us to do so, but when 3 o'clock came Sagi was 
usually the first one out of doors, Tom and I 
being good seconds. 

‘One incident that occurred about time 
came very near gettin ng me into trouble, 
Clemens and I got hold of an old musket, This 
we cleaned and loaded. Wehunted around for 
something to shoot at ; finally, not firdi y 

me, we located a knot in the side of a barn. 
e drew cuts for turns at shooting. 
drew the first twirl. He carefully rested “a 
gun on the fence, while we drew back a few 
paces. Then he pulled the trigger. 
the smoke rolled away we found 
rolling around on the ground, groaning as if 
utter misery. The gun kicked worse than 
balky horse. That wend have been bad 
had it not been that just about that time 
owner of the barn came running up and took 
usin charge. The shot had gone clean through 
tne side of the barn and struck the hired man, 
who was milking the cow. Incidentally, it 
killed the cow. For weeks the man red 
between life and death, during which time we 
were in mortal terror. Our parents told us 


I 


that if the man died we would be hung. |} 


know all I got to eat for two weeks was bread 
and water, One night the three of us started 
*o run away. We got atout a mile away from 
Fredonia, when the darkness frightened us and 
we slunk back home. The man recovered, but 
we never again shot at marks,” 


MEDICAL. 


D® PALMER 


40 College Street 
Telephone 3190. 3rd Door from Yonge Street. 


R. C. C. JOB, 74 Pembroke Street 
Hemeopathist and Medical Electrician 
Asthma, Epilepsy, St. Vitus Dance, Ungina 
Pectoris, Seale a ong Constipation and all chronic 


difficult or obscure di 
LADIES—All di nts and me of the 


eee 
womb cured. Treatment new and pleasan 


m. ore SP1L-SEURT— Discases of Throat, 
ste mut } eong ‘Street, first door north College 
_Consuitation hours— 9 to 11 a.m., and 2 to 4 p.m. 


R. YOUNG, L.R.C.P., London, Eng. 
Physician and Surgeon 
Residence 145 College Avenue, Hours 12 til 

8 p.m., and Sundays. Telephone 3499. 


@Mice 96 MeCaul Street. Hours 9 till 11 am., and 
till 9 p.m. Telephone 1685. 


OHN B. HALL, M.D., 326 and 328 Jarvis 
Street, HOMG@OPATHIST 
Special ties— Diseases of Children and Nervous Diseases 
of Women. Office hours—11 to 12 a.m. and 4 to 6 p.m. 


MARRIAGE Lic ENSES. 


GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 


riage licenses, 601 Queen St. West, between Portland 
and Bathurst Ste. No witnesses required. Open from 
8am.tol0p.m. Residence, 258 Bathurst St. 


OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 


Licenses. 
Office, 4 ‘King Street East. 


Evenings at residence, 461 Church Street. 


ZO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court Heuse, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlten Street 





>< REMEMBER! a 
H. S. MORISON & CO. 


Macdonald—a daughter. 
11, Mrs. R. B Belden—a daughter. 
. BH. Burnham—a eon, 
Jackee—a daughter. 


Mactiages. 


At Toronto, on Nov, 11, by Rev. Geo. 
PU, Sinelair, barrister, and Nettie Oulp, both 


COW Al—MoMIL: AN- Now. 5, Fred W. Cowan to Lily 

GIL LIDDELA—Oct. 7, Wm. A. Gilchrist to 
v. 

Mc TIN> Nov. 11, Georg. McKerzie to 


Ln 
or KIN—Nov. i) =. ‘awe to A. L. Darkin 
ARDSON— Oct. 29, Jesse Mills to Susanna 


— -VIOR™ 'S-Nov. 11, 8 W. Ewirg to Ethol R, 
cook=F v1 ov. il, Jokm J Cook to Mary 8. Dave. 


_AW-.Nov. 1), Wa. Bannerv.ss fo Ciwze 

ELL—BOt (7LBE— ev. 4.3. € \owell to Helen 

PARKER-—ISLAND—Nov. 11, F. R. Parker to Emily 
‘Teland. 


DER- CAIRNS—Nov. 12, Eben Snider to J¢ nnie Cairns 
LOUNT. TAYLOR—Nov. 16, F. A. Lount to M. fl. Taylor. 
BACON—NISBET—Nov. 11, 8, E. Bacon to Mary Nisbet 
HOSE—CASWALL—Oot. 12, J. W. Hose to Madeline Cas- 


wall. 
JEMMETT - JEMMETT—Nov. 9, F G. Jemmett to Helen 
Jemmett. 


Deaths. 


McKEE—Nev. 15, Elizabeth McKee. 

McN ABB—Nov. 15, Rev. Canon MeNabb, aged 79. 
DUDLEY—Nov. 15. James G. Dadiley, aged 20. 
MORRISON—Oct 21, John Morrison, aged 77. 
ROBINSON—Nov. 16, Mary G. Robinson, aged 81. 
PATEMAN—Nov. 15, Sadie Pateman, aged 6 
GEDDES—Nov, 16, Very Rev. Dean Geddes, aged 80. 
DAIN—Nov. 16, John Dain, 40. 
HIGGINS—Nov. 17, William J. Higgins, aged 4. 
TREDWAY—Nov. 9, Mary F. Tredway, aged 23. 
ELDER — Nov. 11, Jessie Eider, 

TALBOT—Nov. 13, Julia M. Talbot. 

PETRI£—Nov. 11, Mary Trimble Petrie, aged 42. 
MILLER—Nov. 12, Thomas Miller, eged 61. 
ALLAN—Nov. 17, Margaret Allan, aged §1. 
MEIKLE—Nov. 14, Eliza Barron Meikle, aged 68. 
ROBERTS-— Nov. 16, Eliza Roberts, aged 99 
HAGAR—Nov. 13, Jas. C. Hagar, aged 94. 
JOHNSUN—Novy. 5, Duncan Johnson, aged 59. 

RCE THER—Nov. 15, Louisa Horsnell Reether. 
RANKIN—Nov. 9, Frances Rankin, agea 72. 
MacCON ELL—Nov. 12. Katie A. MacUonell. 
MERCER—Nov. 11, Margaret Mercer, aged 59. 
ROBINS ON—Nov. 11, Margaret Robi: son, aged 67. 
LOBB—Nov. 11, Richard Pellew Lobb, aged 21. 
FOSTER—Nov. 10, Francis Foster, aged 54. 
SAUNDERS—Nov. 11, William Saunders, aged 46. 
STEPHENS—Nov. 9, Jan es Dawson come aged 83. 
MACLENNAN-— Oct. 25, Charles H. Maclennan, aged 10. 
MACLENN AN—Mov. 7, Mary J. Maclennan, aged 16. 
LESLIE—Nov. 7, William H. Leslie, aged 18. 
MALLOY—Nov. 8, Mrs. Malev aged £3. 
GIBSON—Nov. 11, Agnes Gi 


PEDEN— Nov. 8. Peden, 10 months. 
TISDALL—Nov. 18, Coaoge 8. Fe ai 4 


WHITE CHINA) 


FOR DECORATING _- 


Direct from the factories in LIMOGES, FRANCE, just 


Pa *KAGES 


12 


Containing ali th acest desi - 


WEDDING GIFTS A SPECTAL:'Y 


/ WILLIAM JUNOR 


TELEPHONE 2127 


109 King Street West, Toronto 


pacer meee 


LADIES’ F URS 


- This department contains. ntehiaan the: the. leading novelties of the 
present ‘season, and as Furs of all descriptions. are nqw so 
pcpular, and surely nothing cculd be more conducive to ihe 
‘comfort of ladies, we: have laid ourselves out to meet all the 
requirements of the same. 

NOTE THE FOLLOWING---Baltic Seal.Storm Collar one 
‘Muff, $6.50, .$7.50 and $9.60 the set. 

Blue Opossum Collar and Muff, $7.60 the set. 
Moscow Beaver Collar and Muff, $9.€0 theset. .°' 
Sable Collar and Muff, $12.60, $16 and 22 the set.“ 
CAPES WITH STORM COLLARS. ie 

Oppossum, $15; Astrachan, $9.60, $!2; Sable, $15, $22 4 

6; Beaver, $20, $30, $85 and $40. : 
: Muffs and Storm Go.lars in all the leading Furs from $1. 25 

up. We are selling a 8. S. Seal £ atchel Muff for $4.76 


R. Mido atcal & SOMS 


83, 86 and 87°King St. Kast ; 18, 20 and 22 Colvorne Stroet' Bs 


‘| anp 


Is bette (cometimer) i a seen and especially sa 


LADIES o 


Has opened up in great - 


form at the Emporium 


AROUND THE CORNER, 
which 
H. A. Collins, who has 
the 


of Housefurnish- 


T - 
HB FALL TRADE) “SMOOTH | tA PIE 2s 
FACE ‘ 1 her =o 
or oy. “Bataplee tee. gulete of two 3-cent wanna, angen 
The Berlin Chemical Co. 2 Berlin, Ont. 
is the address of d & ids LUGSDI N. 
FASHIONABLE FURRIERS | 


now best assorted 


stock 


“Short Seal Jackets 
Long Sealskin deciete 
Sealskin Dolmans 
- Fur Lined Overcoats 
Fur Lined Circulars 
Seal and Persian Lamb Capes 


s Fur Gloves, Fur Mats, Robes, etc, 
| J. & J. LUGSDIN - MANUFACTURES 
101: Yonge Street, Toronto 


All, Kinds of Fur Trin mirgs Cct to Order om £ hort Nc tic 
A FULL LINE OF 


Fnglish and American Silk and Felt, Hats Always in Stock 
| Telephone 2675 : 


J. PARIBIAN STEAM ‘LAUNDRY 


67, 69 and 71 Adelaide Street West.’ 


' Specialists in’ Fine Laundering 


Telephone 1127 


A. MacARTHUR, Jr. 


‘WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALER IN . 


COAL AND WOOD [ 


onvicns AkD YARD: a 
c ‘161 and 163 Parley Ave 102 and 104 Berkeley 8t 
? , Felephone 910 Telephone 2048 


580 to 584 College Street . 


“st Pymonh Cal, Ot i a a a 


ings, in Stoves, Ranges, 
Silverware, Lamp Goods, 
Tinware and every other 
description of housekeep- 
ing goods and noveltiés 
in the city, aiid altogether 
“Around the Corner” is 
better known than. any 


other estal'ishment ‘in 
the same lire of business. 


A A. COLLINS & 60.'. 


6, 8 & 10 Adelaide St, West 


OPP, GRAND OPERA HGUSE 


ii 
aA al ull 


Taxes a Resr YoOuNG AN 
Our machines arc dcinz the work. 
ear & HOQUGH, BROS. 
‘4 Lom> Telephone 2686 


——— 


Thy Ne (00 DS 
Al Law, LTT eID 


OFFICES: 


20 King Strect West 
409 Yonge Street 
793 Yonge Street 
288 Queen Street East 
‘578 Queen Street West Ms 

" 4852 Queen Street West ' 
419 Spadina Avenue het 
Yard Esplanade East, near Berkeley treet: 
Yard Esplanade East, foot of Church. t 
Yard Bathurst str eet, opposite Front Street 


a 


‘~t 


; HEAD et aaa 
mde aka 


aey- Won eee 


oe 


Ue 0 aD 
e eo nad E 


Are going out of busines, and beirtg|\~a 


anxious to clear out their Stock in the 


shortest possible time are offering prices 


regardless of cost or value. 


OUR’ caus ‘OFFER 
onds. Monnted in-,all Desig 
WATCHES AND JEWELERY: 


LESS THAN ANY HOUSE IN CITY 


at 
GEO. E. TROREY’S 


King East, Diamend Merchan' 


GENERAL OFFICE : ieeaontn Foot. of Church Street. - 


.. BRANCH OFFICES: e Street, 10 Ki Street st, uses f 
ae West and Subway, oorees he  Bothuret dtreet and G, P RY , : 


’ 





